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I’m not pretty sure if at some time someone will listen to these notes. And, if so, 
I cannot imagine what kind of person will be the one who does it. If something 
motivates me to record this, it is the hope if nobody finding this mp3 soon 
(otherwise they would immediately destroy it), but it is also the hope of the content 
coming out some day, after several generations. When everyone, the people who 
directly or indirectly helped to defeat the world in the misery in which it would 
presumably sink, disappeared. I wish all witnesses of the change are already gone 
when someone discovers this recording. My intention is to allow men and women of 
the future know how the world was, their world, before they were born. Probably 
all History books, all images and any kind of document that allows the 
reconstruction of the past, will be destroyed. There will only remain technical 
manuals: how to make more bombs, how not to die because of ancient diseases and 
how to proceed to face those which, inevitably, will arise in a new form; how to 
synthesize medicines and fuels; how to produce computers and _ telephones... 
Anyway, only some books that prevent the disappearance of the newborn New Man, 
or what is the same, books that guarantee the continuity of the chosen ones and that 
assure that their stay in the planet is as comfortable and viable as possible. 


So, I will try to tell everything from the beginning. Though it does not matter 
any more, I will try to maintain composure and will introduce myself. My name is 
Leén Poiccard (my father was French, but I am not) and until relatively recently I 
was employed at the sports section of The Winds of Change, to be honest a diary of 
second or third league. Certainly, I never thought I would end there. In fact, I had 
never been interested in sports. But this is life. I wanted to be a writer. I guess I do 
not have enough talent, so I had to be happy with writing chronicles of the most 
outstanding sports events. Maybe «writing» is not the most suitable term, since, as 
everybody knows, newspapers as The Winds of Change get most of its news from 
agencies that sell information packages to daily papers. So my task mainly was 
putting the finishing touches to the texts we received. I tried to be creative in this 
area, but I am afraid I did not achieve it either. «The runner X seemed like was 
going to break the sound barrier» or «De-construction/reconstruction of the wind 
shattered the ball shot by Y to pieces» were expressions that did not convince my 
chief. Now I am thinking and I can assure you that with a moment to think about 
these things, I realize they were not good enough. I am not Gay Talese exactly. And 
up to here the issues related to my personal life. 

The story I want to tell you, and may the uncertain listener allow me to adopt a 
certain literary style, began, as almost all important things do, with a mistake. As I 
already said, a news agency was sending its packages with different information. I 


received the block corresponding to sports contents by email and proceeded to read 
it. There was nothing out of the ordinary, until something apparently insignificant 
attracted my attention. Between two news related to, one of them with I do not 
remember which football match and the other one rehashed on the Olympic games, 
I found a terse message «Niels Oppenheimer is iny1. «Niels Oppenheimer is inside» was 
what I understood in that moment, though I would discover later its real meaning. 
Probably it had could only be a mere anecdote if it were not for my curious nature. 
The surname Oppenheimer sounded familiar to me, but I was not able to place it 
correctly, so I googled the name. Of course, how to forget it. He was one of the 
parents of the atomic bomb. Not Niels Oppenheimer, but Julius Robert 
Oppenheimer. I supposed this Niels would be his son, some familiar or another 
Oppenheimer worthy of appearing in the internal correspondence of The Winds of 
Change, but I was wrong. Also for curiosity I introduced «Niels Oppenheimem on 
Google. Very little information: the mention of an article about nuclear physics and 
a couple of symposiums in Armenia. It was clear this Oppenheimer did not enjoy 
the same number of references on the Net that Julius Robert. 


It was too hot in the office, I am sure of that. I did not have much to do there 
(the truth is that I never did) and, in addition, that day, I can perfectly remember I 
had a strong headache. Probably because of it, I left the notes for later and allowed 
myself to verify the sender of the e-mail. The editor chief forwarded it to me. He 
would have received it from someone from the news agency. A few initials, an at 
sign and the name of the news agency dot com. It was an anonymous personage for 
me. A colleague walked by my table and asked me if I was going to have a coffee 
with her. I looked at the clock. Midday. «Of course!», I said to her. Normally I never 
reject an invitation of this kind, since it involves a combination I cannot refuse: 
coffee and woman, in this order. And in addition, as this case was, if the woman is 
absolutely beautiful, then there was no excuse. 

Maribel was recently separated from her husband and, unlike other persons in 
her situation, she lost neither her judgment nor her dignity and did not choose 
palliatives and consolations that I do not consider necessary to mention here since 
anyone can imagine them. She did not have children, which considering her ex- 
husband, was a great luck. To be related all her life to an individual like that should 
be a torture. 


I met this man one night. Several colleagues from work with our respective 
couples or, as in my case, companions, went out to have dinner. Maribel was with 
that Lucho, as he called himself. It looked like a quite stupid name to me, surely 
because he reminded me to another person definitely antipathetic that during the 
course of a conversation mentioned this name, speaking about other Lucho. It is 
known, the old free overtone makes innocents look guilty and guilty look innocents. 
The husband of my colleague back then was dressing with some class, very informal 
but with style. If my memory does not fail —something that would not surprise me 


in these moments— he was wearing cotton white shirt very well ironed and with one 
more button undone than the habitual, which allowed him to show a brown and 
exercised torso, worm-out jeans and navy blue jacket lightly wasted. Though my 
sexual orientation is very defined and not less tested, I admit I like to look at other 
specimens of the same gender when I think it is possible to learn something from 
them. I am also honest in this sense, I know how to tolerate the presence of a big 
height rival —not that it was the case— and I even enjoy a pulse between seducers. 

Lucho was an average architect but he had very good contacts due to his 
undeniable personal attraction. As I could verify soon, he was also a womanizer. I 
was accompanied by an old friend, an art gallery owner of unique beauty and 
intelligence (maybe was that the reason why we never went further than a few 
sexual flings increasingly sporadic?). The architect, in whose defense I must say he 
had very good taste to admit he was fascinated by Hundertwasser’s prototypes, did 
not take him long to notice the attributes of my companion and, while we were 
emptying our bladders in unison, he asked me if we were married for long. For an 
old dog like me, the estimation element of the question did not go unnoticed. «How 
can you be so rough, Luchito?», I wondered. 

—Next month we will be married for twenty-five years, silver wedding 
anniversary —I answered and smiled. 

Lucho also smiled. He perfectly knew I disarmed him because it was obvious, 
that being the case, our nuptials would have taken place in our more tender 
childhood. Touché. I always like to play at the first touch, a crochet between the 
septum and the eye, as my brother used to say. 

—She is a beautiful and intelligent woman. Congratulations. 


At least he was fairly considerate to know how to lose and not to insist on the 
topic. «Poor Maribel —I thought on that moment— so beautiful and loyal» (friends 
know these things). —Well, you know that more than three shakes is... —I said 
before leaving the lavatory. I admit it was a vulgarity but, since he was interested so 
much for my newly proclaimed wife, I thought we had the necessary confidence. It is 
common, between men, this kind of stuff join. Poor Maribel... 

I hate those coffee machines, or I should better say those coffee substitutes. 
Maribel said she was meeting some friends that night and that I was invited if I 
wanted to join. 

—I have a date, sorry. —The truth was I had no date, but this is something a 
woman does not always need to know. 


—You are incorrigible -she answered. 
—I think I need a woman like you -I joked. 
—Don’t you think it would be bad for you? 


—Abhh, if I haven’t tried to seduce you at this moment you are going through 
it’s just because of my manners of a gentleman, but also because of the deep 


friendship that join us. I don’t want to ruin it, I couldn’t -I said this while I was 
lovingly holding her waist. She mockingly moved me away and replied: 


—wWho says I am vulnerable, Mr. Bond? 
—You'll never change, Moneypenny -I answered and came back to my desk. 


Again my headache. I looked at the screen and my mind travelled to another 
place once again. I tried to imagine who would have sent that e-mail. Maybe some 
beautiful woman, as my friend and colleague Moneypenny, I mean, Maribel 
Salgado? I do not know why I did such stupidity. I used the original sender address 
and sent a message: «Who is Niels Oppenheimer and what is he doing on the sports 
section?». Later I kept looking foolishly at the screen. From there the situation 
rushed in a dizzy way. Something I would start realizing the following day. 


While I was going to my house I thought about that message for some reason, 
surely because I did not have too much to think about. That company did not sound 
familiar to me. At least it was not the regular one distributing the information to us. 
If I would have received it separated from the body of the e-mail, I would have 
considered it as a stupid spam and would have erased it without reading it. Rapidly 
my thought flew towards Maribel. I know that a man never must show he is always 
at a woman’s disposal, especially to accept an invitation in her ground. It would 
give the impression he had little to do, that his friends must be limited and that, in 
some way, he was eager to obey. So declining the invitation was strategically 
unquestionable. But, on the other hand, the fact was that I wanted to see her. She 
thought I was some kind of irresistible seducer, something not completely true. Of 
course I had my moments and occasionally I could be seen with some spectacular 
woman, though the reality of my days was that I used to spend them alone. She 
would have been surprised to know how her «seducer» was when he got home and 
took out the mask. The daily nature is always vulgar: going to the supermarket, 
cooking for one, doing the laundry, sweeping the house and —in some cases— 
putting on the pajamas and watching TV when the night falls. I never had a 
pajamas, I want to make this pretty clear. 


That night she would be surrounded by friends, with laughs, with a bit of good 
wine and, who knows, maybe a lot of bad sex. On the other hand, I would get a 
book (what was I reading back then?), I would have a glass of wine and I would 
smoke a few cigarettes. This plan may look ideal, but you get fed up in the end. 
Nevertheless, the thing I was feeling sorrier of was that everything that might come 
for accepting the invitation was absolutely true: I did not have much to do and my 
friends’ circle was limited enough. I did not have the desire of obeying. It is 
something that never happened to me. This is the way my hair looks. So, in order 
not to lose the habit, I got that book which name I cannot remember, I drank half a 
bottle of wine and smoked more than half a package of cigarettes. 


The following morning I asked Maribel about the party. 


—We had a good time —she said to me—. You might have met my friend Ana. 


I’m sure you would have liked her. 


—Probably you can introduce us in another occasion. And you, what’s up? Is 
there any nice bloke for you? —I should not have asked that. Beginner’s mistake. 
Dammit, I was really starting liking this woman. She laughed. 


—Are you jealous, mon ami? 

—No. But I don’t like anyone else to be around my harem. —I also smiled. 
—Your harem? You get worse every day. 

—I might need a woman, a woman like you. —Merde! I said it again. 


She shook her head smiling and went to her table. I open my mail. There it was 
another junk news package, but no reply from this unknown company —concretely 
bunk.com—. I supposed they did not care about my email. I got up the chair and 
went directly to my chief's office, the good... chief. 


—Does bunk.com ring a bell to you? Are they providing us with news? 
—Bunk.com? What’s that? It doesn’t sound familiar at all to me. 


—wWell, in the package you sent to me yesterday there was a slipped message 
from A.E@bunk.com. 


—Dude, I don’t know what to say. Wasn’t it spam? 


—No, no. The firewall would have detected it. -it was evident that my chief 
knew so little about computers like me. 


—We could comment it to the IT department. But, well, was it something 
important? What did it say? 

—It must be something stupid. It said: «Niels Oppenheimer is in». —My chief 
arched his eyebrows disconcerted. 


—Viagra’s advertisement, for sure. Don’t bother the boys. 


I returned to my work with a coffee substitute in my hand. Viagra’s 
advertisement? The morning went by without incidents until half after twelve, as I 
barely remember. My chief requested me at his office, where he was escorted by 
two really huge guys, two authentic gorillas. 


—tThese gentlemen want to ask you a few questions. 

—Me? —He nodded. 

—wWell, what is it? —I asked them. 

—It seems you have had problems with your e-mail —one of them said. 
—No. I haven’t had any problem. 

—Didn’t you receive an e-mail from A.E@bunk.com? 

—tThat’s right, why? Is that a problem? 


—By no means. —I observed that one of them, the biggest one, did not speak—. 
But we are afraid we have to take your computer with us. 


—What? —I exclaimed disconcerted—. What’s happening? —I asked my chief 


—. Are you policemen? —I asked them. 

—No, sir. We are not policemen. 

—tThen, what the hell is happening here? 

—Don’t worry. We will give it back to you in a few days. Meanwhile you can 
have a courtesy computer. 

—A courtesy computer? What are you talking about?! Can someone explain me 
what is happening here? Seriously, I don’t understand a thing. 

Without even saying the least hint, both men went out of the room. I stayed 
alone with my chief, who looked at me slightly worried. 

—Which kind of trouble are you in? —he asked me. —Which kind of trouble I 
will get into! Who are these guys? 

—tThey are from the Interpol. 

—What the hell are you telling me? 

—Look, Leén, they haven’t said much to me. Simply that they had to confiscate 
your computer a few days because there were signs of an «irregular» operation 
carried thought it. That was the term they used, «irregular». They showed me a 
badge and that was all. 

—tThis is crazy. —My chief did not say a thing. 

I run to my table. The giant who did not speak was dismantling my computer. I 
felt rather reduced. Some colleagues were looking at us surprised. Maybe my shouts 
were audible out of the office. 

—Would you be so kind to tell me what happens exactly? —I asked. As I 
imagined there was no reply. The man who told me they had to take the computer 
with them went away. I remained there seeing how this gorilla stuffed in a navy 
blue suit was deactivating my work tool. After a while the other agent came with a 
tower and left it on the floor. I guessed that thing was my «courtesy computer». 

—If you receive another e-mail from bunk.com this week, do not hesitate to 
contact us —he said offering his card. 

I had the impression, in any case, it was not going to happen. Such man or 
woman called A.E., whoever it was, was in big trouble and I was sure that I would 
not receive another e-mail regarding neither Niels Oppenheimer nor anything else. 
«Shit» I thought and I also thought that the best thing would be to go downstairs to 
have a cigarette. I do not think my chief would have cared. 

Maribel was looking at me from her table. I did not make the minor gesture and 
went away leaving this two with their things, I mean, with mine. I was sure all that 
had something to do with A.E.’s damned email, since, as far as I knew, no remotely 
irregular action —except distributing informative garbage— had been realized from 
my computer. I could have searched in any of my colleagues’ computer what the 
company bunk.com did, but, if just for receiving an e-mail from them, these 
gentlemen had come to «make a few questions to me», it did not seem as a brilliant 


idea. I would do it some days later several miles away, in some Internet café 
without security cameras. 

I smoked two cigarettes before Maribel came down, which happened a few 
minutes later. 

—What happens, Ledn? Who are these guys? 

—tThey are from the Interpol. 

—What are you saying? —She did a pause to absorb my comment— and why 
are they taking your equipment? 

—I suppose they must put it in quarantine. These modern viruses... 

Maribel perceived the seriousness in my face. I was unable to hide the pain and 
the worry. She put her hand in my shoulder trying to encourage me. 

—Hey, are you OK? 

—I guess so —I said without enough conviction. 

In that moment I had a really bad feeling. I was suspect of a pseudo—crime I 
had not committed. It was even probable that Maribel was getting in trouble if she 
were seeing with me. I was fitting the possibility that the whole matter was nothing 
more than a misunderstanding. But my masculine intuition said the opposite to 
myself. Something big was happening. Other way, it was unthinkable that two guys 
from the Interpol went to a lousy newspaper looking for a PC. 

—Let’s have a coffee after work —Maribel proposed. 

I doubted for an instant, worrying for her safety, but I finally agreed. It did not 
make any sense denying that I needed to, at least, unburden myself a bit and to 
explain some things to her. She did not deserve me leaving her without an answer 
and, all of a sudden, changing my attitude and becoming cold and distant without 
explaining my reasons to her. Maribel went back to the office and I stayed there. I 
looked at the pack of cigarettes. I still had two left. While these gentlemen in a suit 
install my new computer I will approach the corner store and will buy two packs. 
«The night is promising», I told myself. In the end, it would not make any difference 
for me. If this keeps like that, sooner or later, they would end firing me or advising 
me to take permanent vacations. «Until this matter is solved», my chief would say. I 
could see it. 

At half past seven I approached Maribel’s table. 

—Well, finally it’s the hour of our date —I said to her. 

—Excuse me, but this is not a date —-she said smiling to me. 

—Yes, it is. 

—No, is not. 

—Perfect. If that makes you feel more comfortable... 

She gathered her purse and we walked to my car. I promised I would bring her 
back later to pick her car. The idea was to have a coffee, but since I always wanted 


to have dinner with her, I suggested to have a quick drink in the Café d’Orsay (no, 
we were not in Paris) and later go to have dinner to a small bistro I knew she would 
like. Every man has his secret weapons and that was one of mine. I had taken 
several women there with reasonably high success. In addition, it was near my 
house and the owners knew me. The manner was personal, which helped to take 
away from me that air of «stuck-up» personage. But, mainly, I repeat, I was near my 
house. Maribel was dressing a delicate white linen blouse that fitted her 
sensationally. 

—We make a very nice couple —I confessed while I was driving. 

—No, we don’t. And if you keep like that, I’ll get out this car —she funnily 
replied. 

—Are you angry with me in our first date? 

—tThere you go again! I only want to speak with an old friend, with a colleague 
from work. 


—How thoughtful of you. 

Maribel lighted one of my cigarettes and offered another one to me. She did not 
even bother to ask me if smoking inside the car displeased me. Even if I was a 
compulsive smoker, I did not use to do it. Anyway, I did not say anything to her. 

—Well, Mr. Trouble, are you finally going to tell me what happened in the 
office today? —she asked me. She smoked on a way that fascinated me. Her look 
got lost, as if it was getting mixed up with who knows what kind of thoughts, as if 
she was not really there. 

—I thought you would wait till we had a couple of drinks —I said. 

—You were wrong. 

—Do you know I like blondes? —I added. She was a brunette. 

—So do I —she answered. I smiled. 

—Hey, why did you divorce Lucho? 

—He was decidedly stupid. 

—And apart from that? 

She had another drag of her cigarette and did not answer. Suddenly, all my 
worries disappeared. Maribel rolled down the window and the hot air began to 
make her hair move freely. I craftily switched the air conditioning off. She kept in 
silence. Till that moment I did not noticed how sexy she was. I always saw her 
attractive, but a bit prudish. Then I perfectly understood that Lucho, in effect, had 
to be completely stupid to let a woman like that escape. 

«Much better for me», I thought. 

The Café d’Orsay had a magnificent selection of coffees. The decoration, despite 
its name, was typically Mediterranean. The walls covered by a rough whitewash, 
made with mortar of poor lime, painted in white, as Ibiza’s style; the old wood 


tables painted in basic blue; the dark wood floor, areas with mud slabs and some 
rustic carpets. I never understood why they picked a French name for that place. 
They should have called it «Santa Eulalia», «Mikonos» or something like that. 
Probably it had something to do with the coffee, I have no idea. The first time 
someone visited the place, was normally surprised. Maribel, at least, did. She 
ordered a black coffee. I had a Campari with a slice of orange. I offered her a 
cigarette that she happily accepted. I told her she could not sleep if she drank coffee 
that late. «Maybe I don’t want to sleep», she answered and for me was acceptable 
enough. She asked me again about the Interpol men, but I begged her to wait a bit 
longer. I wanted to calmly enjoy my Campari and I asked her about her friend Ana. 
She shook her head. 


—I didn’t know you were so dumb —she answered back. 
—Probably, there are many things about me that you still don’t know. 
—Mysterious man... 


It made me happy to hear this comment, however, it was by no means close to 
the reality. That Maribel really had a great sense of the humor. 


—I’m afraid you'll have to have dinner with me tonight if you want me to tell 
you about these guys —I said. 

—If you have the same taste for restaurants as for cafés, I think I won’t say no. 
—she smiled. 


Things were going well. If she thought I had taste, I had enough gained ground. 
I could not rush, but, that was something good without a doubt. We spoke about 
many things: my French origin, how I finished in a second league newspaper (I 
lied). She asked me why I was not married (another good indication. I lied again) 
and that kind of things. From my side I asked her how she was living her new single 
state, about her dreams and aspirations (I was a total vulture). I contained my 
desire for asking her about her lovers, if she had them, and invited her to a crazy 
trip to Egypt. I told her I had some friends who had a house in Cairo with crocodiles 
in their back yard and who would happily lend us the house just if we fed them 
during that week (the crocodiles). I promised her we would not have to clean the 
giant tub they were living in. I felt she was having fun. I esteemed that girl. It may 
seem men are indifferent to the elegance and the intelligence of a woman. But it is 
not my case. I detest vulgar women. I admired the way in which Maribel was trying 
to rebuild her life, in a mature way and without bad excuses. I remember that, at a 
given moment, my hand slightly brushed hers, in an innocent way, but I 
immediately moved it away. She noticed it, but she said nothing. I felt how the time 
paralyzed for an instant. It was a spontaneous act. Damn Campari. Before nine 
o’clock I suggested we should have something to eat. Have you booked a table? She 
asked. There is always a table for me, I answered. She gave me a mocking look, 
behind which was an evident but hidden attraction. 


We walked because El Figén de Lola?, a place with an ironic name, was close to 


there. Tommasi, the owner, received me with a hug. Teresa, one of the waitresses, 
waved me from the other end of the room. There were lots of people, but, luckily, 
there was also a table for us. Tommasi seated us in a marvelous table, quite 
intimate. How is Lola?, I asked him. You should say hi later, she is around in her 
«laboratory». He had a soft Italian accent, softened by many years of distance from 
his native Cesena. Apart from a pannacotta that left everyone breathless, there was 
no other Italian dish in the whole menu. Lola should get real guts. I let Maribel had 
a look to the menu and I directly ordered fished. I knew Tommasi would bring me 
the best he had in the kitchen. The ex-wife of the architect chose comfit vegetables 
and the house starters. I asked the owner to choose the wine himself. I trust you. It 
is a way to get out of trouble when someone understand absolutely nothing about 
wine or does not want to give the impression that he is an expert —as my case was 
—. He served white wine, which I normally detest but it was not bad at all. 


—I see you know how to do it well -Maribel commented. 
—I have my moments. 


I offered a cigarette to my companion and, as it is supposed to be, I lighted one 
for me too. I thought that was the moment to inform Maribel about the incident 
with the e-mail coming from the employee of bunk.com, explaining this way the 
presence of both Interpol agents («We are not policemen»). She kept silent for an 
instant. 

—That company doesn’t sound familiar to me, I don’t know who Oppenheimer 
is either -she finally said. 

—Neither do I. 

—Have you tried checking about the subject? 

—It didn’t seem very prudent to me, don’t you believe? At least not at the office 
or in a place too close in case they could relate me to the search. -She agreed in 
silent. 

—What do you believe this is about? 

—Pfff, I don’t have the faintest idea. 

Tommasi came with the starters, briefly interrupting our conversation. Enough 
time in order to think about the relevancy of commenting my worries to Maribel 
about her safety. There was nothing between her and I, but anyway, I was not able 
to keep calm. They might confiscate her computer or send us a private detective, in 
case they had not done it already. I simply did not want to involve her in all that. 

—Well, and what are you going to do? 

—For the time being, nothing. I believe it is the most reasonable thing to do. 

I did not tell her that I was thinking about going to a cybercafé hundreds of 
miles away to look for more information neither that I had a premonition, who 
knows?: I was fucked up. I tried to change the subject of our conversation, not to 
worry her anymore and to make her forget a bit about the matter. I proved to be 


calm and resorted, like in many occasions, to humor. 

—tThis wine is not too bad, but if you’d like to taste a magnificent one indeed, 
Pll invite you to my house. I have a fabulous Alsatian. A cousin gave it to me. 

—A cousin? Hahahaha. I believe you want to take me to bed. 

—tThat too, but you must try the wine first. -I made an effort to smile naturally. 

We had already given good account of the dinner and the bottle of wine was 
about to say its last good-bye. 

—Ain’t you curious about knowing how the life of a seducer is when he is not 
seducing? — she looked directly to my eyes. I think my smile seemed a bit stupid, 
though she did not seem to attach too much importance to it. If I have to be honest, 
despite my look of Antonio Banderas, my neo-dandy philosophy and my iibersexual 
attitude, the role of professional seducer was too big for me. 

My house was close to El Figén, as I have already said. After tasting Lola’s 
wonderful pannacotta and greeting her, we went there. The house was quite tidy. 
Maribel asked me if I personally dealt with the cleaning. I said yes, which pleasingly 
surprised her. She carefully examined my extensive library, my small treasure. I, 
meanwhile, opened the Alsatian’s bottle and served her a bit. 

—Ain’t you putting some music on? 

—I doubt that you find my collection of garage punk very nice. 

She took a glance at my CD collection and sat down in the sofa. 

—So garage punk then... 

It was true that I liked this kind of music. Even if I also liked free jazz, bebop 
and other styles. I sat down next to her. I guess some listeners will be waiting for a 
passage of wild sex or something like that. I am sorry to upset them (I begin to 
understand why I never succeeded as a writer). Maribel slept with me, but we did 
not have sex. In any case, that is another story. 


1 In English in the original version so the character translated it to his mother 
tongue. (Tr. Note). 

2 In Spanish “figén” is a house where you can eat, similar but inferior to a 
Tavern. “Figa” means “fig” in Catalonian but it is also commonly used to refer to 
female genitals and the suffix “-6n” means big. 


Somewhere in Dresden, Germany 


Klaus Zimmermann extended the asphalt fabric in the ground. He was teaching 
little Brandeis how to construct a solar wafer with domestic materials. His daughter 
Erika and his wife Dagna were in the back yard gathering vegetables. 

They moved to that little wood house in the middle of the forest five years ago. 
We could say they were a family of radical ecologists. Klaus left his position as 
biology professor in the Technical University of Berlin —where he was concretely 
teaching edaphology and hydrology— to dedicate himself completely to parallel 
and more personal researches that might be qualified of «anarcoidiy by many. 
Among some of his interests there was the development of the theories of Masanobu 
Fukuoka and systems to save water. In the same way he was devoted to the study of 
the educations contained in the Walden of Henry David Thoreau. He was exquisitely 
shaved. 

Dagna kept giving lessons to children, now in a small semi rural school. They 
decided to personally deal with the education of their own children. Evidently they 
were also concerned about socializing them. The neighbors, limited, used to visit 
them frequently. She cooked the best eierschecke of the whole Dresden. The children 
had occasion to be in contact with others. Technically, Brandeis was the highly 
gifted one as it is usually called and Erika showed high capacities in the artistic 
area. Apart from that, the boy had a passion for climbing and the rest of the lads 
were green with envy seeing Erika playing football. The adults deeply estimated the 
couple and since the family arrived, thanks to Klaus’ advice, the crops of the 
farmers of the area experienced a spectacular improvement, bearing better fruits 
and vegetables: less water needed, more quality, more flavor and bigger size. 


Klaus and Brandeis dug a few ditches in the ground. They put a few 
impermeable sheets at the bottom and left a few holes in both ends. The idea was 
that the rain filled the cavities. The asphalt fabric would act as a solar wafer. In a 
previous experiment, they placed the asphalt fabric at the bottom, replaced the 
ditches with a few metallic pipelines assembled in «S» form on the fabric. Klaus 
wanted his son to verify for himself what system was more efficient: burying the 
pipeline, or the ditch, under a cap of asphalt fabric or placing it over it. The 
biologist maintained that the same system could be used, with some modifications, 
to assemble a natural heating system, adding an allocation mechanism for running 
water in case it ran out of rainwater. The system would also include a rainwater 
storage system. A few pipelines would carry warm water thanks to the sun to the 
bath and this way they could have a warm shower at a minimal energy and water 


consumption. You have to help me improve it, he said to Brandeis. 


—Do you think it would be enough to supply a house with warm water? — 
Brandeis asked. 


—I think people should shower less —was the answer his father gave to him. As 
any child would have done, the son absolutely and happily agreed with his father’s 
opinion. 

Water storage systems in optimal conditions and water tables’ studies were the 
main points of Klaus’ researches in Berlin. To these, he added his personal passion 
for agriculture, like an ideal complement. Without a doubt, he was a savage in 
classroom. His aggressive, rebellious attitude and his not so academic style made 
the rest of the teachers look at him with certain suspicion. In addition, he published 
in prestigious magazines, foreign to the endogamic narrow circle of the faculty. 
That fact added envy to their suspicions. Nevertheless, among the students he was 
quite popular. They were disappointed when Klaus announced he was moving to 
Dresden to take care of his garden and forget the email. 


Throughout ten years, Klaus constructed his house during his vacations. He was 
proud of doing it with his own hands, though the truth is he did big alterations, 
turning a small house he bought from a farmer who drank too much and wanted to 
move with his family to the city into a nice construction of hundred and fifty meters 
high, following the rules of the so called bioclimatic architecture. When it was 
finished, he got his family and took it there. That was five years ago. He used to go 
fishing with them, but he used neither rod nor other fishing stuff. And, by the way, 
he did not catch a thing. He was enjoying a calm life. Some days he led his children 
to spread seeds buried in little clay balls in the surroundings. Sometimes, Dagna 
accompanied them. 

An hour later, Dagna called them from the house. 

—Let’s lay the table, please. Dinner will be ready in a few minutes. 

Klaus and Brandeis left what they were doing and obeyed the call of the 
mother. They were eating outside. There was no television in the house, which 
promoted permanent communication between the family members. 


That day they spoke about the two art pieces of little Erika that were selected 
for the controversial Biennial in Paris. Dagna had sent some photographs and maybe 
the detail of the paintings coming from a nine-year-old girl shook the committee. 
The exhibition would be opened in October. Bearing in mind the disastrous artistic 
panorama, it was more than probable that Erika’s fresh and authentic offers were 
the great revelation of that edition. Someway, they meant a return not to an art 
allegedly primitive, something impossible and false, but to a Hegelian pre-art not 
subject to the growing weight of philosophy and to the need of «book of 
instructions» (with the consequent gratuitousness and the unnecessary nature of the 
own work). For sure, this operation did not suppose a conscious theorization 
exercise. It was just an original art created by a small girl that was blessed by the 


gods. Others would take care of putting labels and a whole series of cultural 
affiliations. After all, they were there for it and they also had to eat. Whatever 
resists to theorization automatically supposes a succulent challenge for intellectual 
masochists. 


Part of the captivation of the work of Erika was that it was made exclusively 
using natural and not manufactured pigments, continuing, without knowing it, 
Hundertwasser’s trail and instructed by her father. Her style presented the vivacious 
color of the Austrian painter and evoked the poetry of Marc Chagall’s works. Pure 
expression of life. It was a children’s game that destabilized and delivered a hard 
blow to the elaborated esthetic theories as sterile as the works that illustrated them. 


After receiving the photographs, three Parisian emissaries arrived to Dresden to 
contemplate the work of Erika with their own eyes. They were two really slim 
women and a little man dressed in black and quite effeminate. If the photographs 
and the biographical details of the young artist captivated them, when they got 
there they thought they were in paradise. They could not simply believe what they 
saw. It was as if they already had in mind the headline: «Wild girl reinvents 
painting». Everything seemed cool to them. They thought the whole family, 
including the «environmental» frame, was artwork itself. Only one of the women 
was speaking German. The rest were chattering in French or were trying to speak in 
English with some success. Klaus would have established English as «official 
language» of the group if he had felt that some of them, the French people, were not 
completely fluent. So, in this unintelligible language, they were invited to visit 
Erika’s «study», by their request. The three of them reached the fever pitch. They 
could not believe what they saw: there was no study! The girl worked at the back 
side of the house. Wood shelving filled with cans of pigments, glues, gums, 
paintbrushes, and a plank with four legs —the furniture was handmade by 
themselves— were part of her study. The Parisians could not believe it. They took 
several photos of Erika. That one was saleable, very saleable. And authentic, they 
said to Klaus. «Authentic»... What a bunch of fools! «Are they thinking they are in 
some kind of New Atapuerca?» 

He wondered with resignation. 

—We had works from very special artists —continued the French woman who 
spoke German—: from very sane mad people, already out of fashion, to paralytic 
people that did scrawls with a paintbrush of personalized dimensions inserted in the 
anus and another one held to the penis, using a wheelchair specially designed for 
them, going through transvestites playing the role of dressmakers and embroidering 
Twin Towers in full demolition. But this... God, this is totally different. They make 
several questions to the girl, and also to her parents. The fewer answers Erika gave, 
the more pleased the critics seemed to be. With extreme dissimulation, one of the 
women asked Klaus if his other son was also an artist. 


—No, lady. He only makes things as mentally calculate square roots of numbers 


of more than twenty figures in a few seconds and design complex plans for 
engineering projects— Klaus answered. 

—Only? —the French woman asked with a mixture of incredulity and 
astonishment. 

—wWell, he does more things. But that is the most appealing —he smiled—. 
Would you like another beer? 

The French people were there for two days. They did not accept to lodge at the 
Zimmermanns’ house but on the second day, they arrived early. After fixing some 
aspects of the exhibition and making a few interesting purchase offers, the group 
left very pleased, running around as mad teenagers. The Zimmermann family 
looked at each other and smiled. Klaus was leaning his hands on the shoulders of 
little Erika. 


The temperature was perfect. The sun warmed without boiling. Erika was 
playing with her golden curls. The smell of the roast was coming from the distance. 
Klaus served weifsbier to his wife and filled another big glass for him. In that 
moment a car parked near his house. Klaus saw how two guys in suits were going 
down the vehicle. Both guys approached. 

—Are you Klaus Zimmermann? —the tallest one asked. 

—That’s right. Can I help you? 

—We came to personally deliver a letter to you. Since you no longer have email 
address... —They gave him a closed envelope. It had a printed logo. The letter came 
from the United States. 

—Would you like something to drink? 

—No, thank you very much. 

—Are you on duty? —Klaus laughed. Both men reluctantly smiled and did not 
answer. The biologist opened the envelope and rapidly read the note. He put it back 
inside, left it on the wood table and remained silence for an instant. 

—You should not worry about anything. The Hydrological Department of the 
United States will cover all travelling and accommodation expenses. 


—I cannot leave my garden. 

—It would be convenient for you to join us. 

—Convenient? —Klaus’s face suddenly overshadowed—, what do you mean 
with «convenient»? 

—We would feel very pleased if you agreed to come with us. Probably we have 
not expressed ourselves correctly. Please, forgive us. —those gentlemen had to be 
part of a team. They were speaking in plural— We would like that you accompanied 
us. Our boss wishes you to inspect our facilities in Nebraska. You are the best. 


—I already know what they want —Klaus did a pause—. I’ve read the letter. 


—OK. If you change your mind, do not hesitate to call us. It will be a pleasure 
to come to pick you up. —The tallest guy gave him a business card. Klaus put it 
with the envelope without looking at it. 


Both men said goodbye and moved away. Once the car had disappeared, Dagna 
approached her husband, who remained pensive, and asked him: 


—Who were those gentlemen? What did they want? 

—tThey were from the Hydrological Department of the United States. 

—tThey again? —his wife seemed to be worried. 

—tThey again. 

The children sat down at the table. Dagna put her arm over the shoulder of her 


husband and kissed him in the head. Klaus took the business card and kept it in 
front of his eyes for a long time. Of course, that name was familiar to him: Bunk. 


Somewhere in the desert of Nebraska, United States 


The area was full of armed men in uniform. At first glance, there was only a 
huge cube of more than thousand square meters, very sober and industrial. There 
was no sign of buildings in several miles around. Only desert. There were security 
cameras everywhere. From the air, in case if would had been possible to cross that 
zone, it could be seen that the whole area was delimited by a few very high wire 
fences and guarded by more soldiers. There was no signal of activity outside. Near 
the entry there were a few marks that looked like a heliport and, a couple of miles 
further, a huge ramp that seemed to lead to an invisible basement. Its interior was 
something different. Visually it was not differing too much from a mega office full 
of objects and functional furniture, compartmentalized in a monotonous but 
perfectly organized way. A man wearing military uniform who was carrying a 
brown briefcase took the elevator. He touched a sensor with his finger, fingerprint 
reader, and a small camera recognized him. A soft whistle sounded and the man 
could then push the ground floor button. After two minutes descending, the man 
went out of the chrome plated elevator and went to a parking area where there 
were a few carts similar to those seen in golf courses. No human being might have 
spontaneously imagined what one of them was hiding below: an anthracite color 
bunker which extension could not be taking in by sight. Saying «bunker» was an 
understatement. That was rather a small city underground. The room was 
illuminated by thousands of fluorescent pipes and the ceiling was practically 
invisible due to its shine. The uniformed guy walked around the facilities. There 
were workers everywhere. At a glance, it was practically impossible to determine 
what everything in there was or what they were exactly doing. In a parallel rail 
there was an installation of some kind of subway track. The height of that room 
should be about a hundred feet. The cart was moving at low speed. The man in the 
dark green suit was looking at both sides parsimoniously, without centering his 
attention into anything in particular. He had a very sharp jaw, brushed hair cut and 
was impeccably shaved. He should have around fifty years, but locked like a 
strapping man, as well as not too friendly. The soldier got to a more isolated area. 
He stopped the cart, took his briefcase and got off. Approximately at three hundred 
feet, a group of men were talking on site. It gave the impression that one of them, 
also in uniform, was explaining something to the others, two of them were dressing 
work clothes. 

—cColonel —he was received by the other soldier—, I would like to introduce 
you to Mr. Ezra. He came to inspect the works. We were waiting for you. 


—I apologize for the delay. It is an honor to have you here, Mr. Ezra -said the 
colonel while he was shaking hands with the evaluator. 

—tThe honor is mine, colonel. I am pleased to certify the works are being 
executed with great diligence. 

—I believe I already made you wait for a long time -the colonel continued—. 
What about showing you «the warehouse»? 

—I am impatient —Mr. Ezra replied. 

The colonel, the other uniformed gentleman and Ezra went back to the cart and 
both workers got back to their jobs. 

Ezra caused a strange sensation of mistrust. He was extremely tall and thin, 
with straight red hair, perfectly brushed to one side. Very marked jaw and 
obscenely penetrating light blue eyes. His hands were strong and his gestures 
slightly affected. Definitively, the adjective that could better describe him was 
«sinister». 

He contemplated with attention the details of the work, while the vehicle 
moved slowly and the other two soldiers were speaking and explaining the details 
of that construction. The evaluator did not seem to be very interested in the 
explanations and, without saying a word and hardly hiding his disinterest, he 
limited to scan every single corner with his eyes. 

—I warn you, sir, what you are about to see will impress you. I believe you 
have not seen anything like this in your life -the colonel advised. 

—I have seen many things in my life, colonel —-replied the emissary. 

—Even so, I am afraid you will be surprised -the colonel added. 

—In some way, colonel, that is what I was sent for: to be surprised. 

They crossed a long corridor, less illuminated than the other spaces. The 
yellowish light was coming from work lamps placed in the grotto. The atmosphere 
was damp. Finally, they reached what seemed to be the inevitable end of their 
destination. A wall indicated the end of their trip. 

—tThis way, Mr. Ezra —indicated the colonel. 

The three men got off this kind of military golf cart and the colonel guided 
them. Small metal stairs were hidden in the darkness. 

—I am really sorry. You will have to exercise your legs a bit. 

The colonel went first and, while they were going up, was explaining them that 
a wall of three hundred feet width was isolating the place where they were from the 
«warehouse». They had to go approximately a hundred feet up to enter the other 
room. A security metal door was the access to the other side. After a corridor of 
three hundred feet length, just like the thickness of the wall, another identical door 
was separating the first one from the anticipated room. The colonel opened it after a 
brief pause. The other soldier remained silent and Ezra did not show the least 
gesture of impatience. 


The door opened. When he entered, Ezra realized they were standing on a 
platform which purpose was impossible to glimpse. There was a lamp stuck to the 
wall every twenty feet and stairs every three hundred feet that allowed going down 
to the bottom of the warehouse. Ezra’s eyes sparkled. What he was seeing was 
magnificent, huge. The walls of the «warehouse», which was nothing but some kind 
of gigantic swimming pool, were made of metal and had eighty feet height. 

—wWhich is its area, colonel? 

—lIt is thirty two miles, sir. 

The enigmatic expert could not repress a small smile of satisfaction. It was 
obvious he perfectly knew the measures of that thing. Thirty two miles of metal. A 
box of thirty two miles and eighty feet underground. Slowly, the view got lost, up to 
the point it was only possible to perceive an immense black end. Completely black. 
It was like being in front of the very same void. The space. Some kind of artificial 
finis terrae. 

—President Crush will be very proud of you. Gentlemen, we are doing History. 
The world has never seen anything like this before. And it will never see it again. 

The colonel explained there were entries from the outside every six miles. 
These were absolutely imperceptible and permanently monitored by security 
cameras, satellites and military forces. 

—Would you maybe like to have a coffee now, sir? —he suggested. 

Ezra went out to the overheated surface. I was really hot. He got a cigarette 
case from his pocket and took a cigarette. The other two companions had remained 
inside of the cube. A great number of soldiers did their rounds. He stared at them 
for a while. Later he picked up his cellular phone and called. 

—Sir: everything went according to our plan. —He kept his cellular phone 
stuck to his ear for an instant and hung up. 

When he finished his cigarette, Ezra went back inside and looked for his 
eloquent guides. 


—I would like to have that coffee now, he said to the colonel. 
The three men sat down with their coffees in the armchairs of an office. 


—The works will be finished in six months. The whole team is working in full 
performance —the other soldier informed. 

—I hope so. Many of the invitations have already been sent —Ezra added. 

—What is the due date of... the operation? —the colonel asked. 

—You perfectly know it —Ezra interrupted—. The deadline is clearly 
established on the reports. A delay, even the slightest one, in the execution of the 
works could have irreparable consequences and, I am not trying to threaten you 
here, catastrophic for all of us. The three men remained silent for a few seconds. 
The colonel opened his briefcase and showed a few plans to the others. 


—You should employ more men —the emissary proposed. 

—How to justify it...? 

—My dear colonel, since when has the Government of the United States had to 
justify anything? Get more men. It is an order. 


At that moment, both soldiers understood that Mr. Ezra was not just a 
messenger. He was not one more, no way. That man did not even need 
identification badge, weapon or records in any database. It was some kind of ghost 
above and beyond the administrative and bureaucratic order of the State. He 
operated across other channels, reserved to and established for barely a dozen of 
human beings. 


—Gentlemen, we are preparing this moment for seven years. I take charge of 
the fact that you understand the importance of what I am asking you for. The die is 
cast. That being said, Ezra stood, said goodbye to both soldiers and left the office. 
Outside, heat had risen even more. An armored Hummer picked up the envoy. «A 
very particular beauty —Ezra thought—. It is a shame they stopped manufacturing 
them». The car headed for the heliport. From above, human activity was barely 
seen. A little strategy game, a video game. A joke. 


The following morning I took Maribel home. She wanted to have a shower and 
change her clothes before going to work. I told her I would not turn out. I would 
phone our chief and would tell him I was not feeling well. Frankly, I did not think 
he would be upset about it. I imagined him seated in the office, with a Havana cigar 
in his inside jacket pocket and his hip flask hidden in the drawer, doing nothing in 
front of a non—confiscated computer screen. Well, it was not physically confiscated, 
but I felt the network was already tapped by then. Two Interpol guys, or at least 
supposedly, do not drop by any place just to take a PC. 


—wWill you be OK? —Maribel asked. 


—Sorry, babe, but you’re speaking with Monsieur Poiccard. Sure I'll be OK —I 
softly caressed her cheek trying to calm her. 


Suddenly, that woman descended from the Olympus in which my imagination 
placed her and turned into a fragile, and at the same time, fascinating person. I 
knew she was really worried. I promised to call her and, in this case, I did not lie. 
My intention was not just to inform her about my situation but to know if she was 
well and, above everything, safe. 


I saw her drop off the car and walk away after suddenly kissing me. It was more 
a result of the fear than an erotic impulse. What a linen shirt! She stopped half way 
there to get a cigarette from her purse. She lit it up and disappeared in the entrance 
hall of her building without looking back. 

At that moment I had two options: one of them was leading for a place far 
enough, to find a cybercafé without security cameras and search for some 
information about Bunk’s activities or to continue thinking a bit more. If I had 
chosen the first option, the agents who had visited the office or others would 
immediately have called or dropped by to verify a couple of things about me, as for 
example, where I was that day. Obviously, even if I were absent one week later, the 
alarm would raise. There was only a way to accomplish my plan: convincing my 
chief to send me out of town to do any procedure. I could not cherish many hopes. 
The Winds of Change was a local rag that did not do any kind of research and it was 
highly improbable that my chief decided to finance any activity out of the walls of 
our office. I had to think about something else. And, honestly, I did not feel like 
thinking. 


When Maribel arrived to the office, I already had a couple of coffees and five 
cigarettes inside my lungs. She did not hide her surprise, though anybody realized. I 
made a discreet sign to warn her not to approach me and to remain calm. She sat 


down in her chair and I went to my chief's office. 
—Do we know something about my computer? That courtesy piece of junk they 
gave me... its keyboard is too hard. 


—Won’t it be that you have slightly soft fingers? —He paused, that is, he 
stopped doing nothing, and he looked at me with attention—. Ledn, they haven’t 
called to say anything about your computer. I don’t know when they will do it, so I 
would be grateful if you stopped fucking me and forget the matter. Isn’t enough for 
you that I haven’t asked you for any more information about this matter? 


He was a nice guy. A bit useless but excellent. I told him I understood and came 
back to my desk. I did the right thing. If I had been absent that day, someone, I do 
not who, would have suspected something. It was even probable that a detective or 
a secret agent was watching me. Better, therefore, not to fuck any more —according 
to the indications of my chief— and to do as nothing happened, as if everything 
were under control, though, for practical effects, there was nothing I had to control. 
Why should I worry so much for a damned computer with an old operating system? 


When I walked by Maribel’s desk, I touched her shoulder. I approached her ear 
and told her I was feeling better already thanks to her kiss. She looked around. 
There was nobody. She understood I came to work in order not to seem suspicious 
and, without saying a word, she gave me her approval. Before I could get up, she 
softly seized me by the lapel and brought me over to her lips. After kissing me, she 
said: «You don’t need to pretend to be sad to get a kiss». I smiled and walk away. I 
supposed she was more relaxed. 


I checked again my e-mail without a hope of finding another e-mail which 
would help me understand that matter a bit better. The guys from the Interpol or 
from Bunk or from who knows which organization did their homework. There was 
absolutely nothing except the habitual package of canned news. I only noticed an 
insignificant but curious fact. The previous e-mail, the one which triggered my 
worry and my date with Maribel, had disappeared. It was clear, even if predictable: 
someone dug into my mail and took the liberty to manipulate it shamelessly. I 
considered it was unnecessary to report it to the IT department, that was, a couple 
of young lads from a nearby shop that, occasionally, dropped by to update the 
antivirus software or to replace some parts of the computers. Thankfully, I had (and 
still have) good memory and I perfectly remembered the sender: To A.E@bunk.com 
on an e-mail sent from the news agency, surely sent by an intern whose salary was 
not enough to even pay for a room in a student apartment. I was chewing the cap of 
a pen while my eyes were fixed on the computer screen with no clear aim. How 
could such an insignificant e-mail, at least regarding its content, have caused a 
commotion like that? An organization that could rely on the Interpol to visit a 
newspaper as The Winds of Change could not make the stupid mistake of allowing 
their outbound emails not to pass a much stricter and sophisticated filter. Maybe 
someone, presumably A.E, sent it in purpose? Was it some kind of coded message? 


Who would be the real addressee? Why was it forwarded from a news agency? I did 
not manage to reply any of those questions. «Niels Oppenheimer is in». «What is the 
use of nuclear physics, what does it study?» I wondered. From all its purposes, it is 
possible that the most remarkable, or the most worrying, was the development of 
nuclear weapons. What had that Oppenheimer got into? It was reasonable to think 
that, if they monitored my computer, they could also have done the same with the 
person from the news agency who sent the email email email. I considered the 
option of looking for that individual. Wouldn’t it be too risky? I did not have many 
possibilities, but drop things and forget the matter. The problem is I do not like 
people taking my things without permission. I only had to find the way to convince 
my chief to let me travel up to the agency and to cover me up in case someone 
asked for me. 


While I was trying to figure out how to achieve that, my head spun about how I 
should proceed once there. I could not just appear asking for nobody, unless I 
wished —and that was not the case— that a few agents appeared not in the draft 
but in my house with the firm intention of confiscate something more than my 
computer. Maybe me. Moreover, it was quite possible that the person who sent the 
email where the other message was had no idea about who was that A.E. However, 
it was a fact that someone had sent it. What if Stanley Milgram’s theory —you know, 
the one according to which we are all connected through a chain that does not have 
more than six degrees of separation or intermediaries— were true? It would be 
possible to find the original sender. If Milgram managed to demonstrate it by mail, 
there was room for imagining that by email —and do not talk about Facebook— 
would be even simpler and quicker. The dark side: it would also be more dangerous. 


I will take this opportunity to make a small confession. I never liked computers. 
For me they are damned devices. They have an innocent appearance, offer us the 
possibility to carry out endless operations, but they left many tracks behind. The 
pages we visit, the documents we save, and these are, the ones which do not end up 
erased by a simple wrong «click». Everything remains perfectly registered. We like 
to hide in the false tranquility that offers us the huge daily quantity of operations, 
the million emails sent, the visits in the whole world... But if our machine falls into 
skillful hands, as those of the Interpol, in this case, we are lost. Our privacy would 
blow into the air and all our digital romances would be revealed. 

Who would have told me that a third league newspaper, together with my 
uncontrollable inclination to poke my nose into everything, would have brought me 
more emotion than any writer’s life! For some strange reason I thought about The 
Sportswriter by Richard Ford, that book was my only consolation when I dropped 
my fantasies about being a serious writer. «Bascombe —I said to myself— this time 
I’ve beaten you». 

I was thinking about Milgram and about Maribel. I doubted between explicitly 
asking her for help or not. I was worried by her safety, but the truth is that it was 


almost sure she was being already investigated as well. So, sadly and much to my 
regret, she was, allegedly, up to her neck on it and had not much to lose. Why did I 
never marry? The answer was now in my mind on a clear and different way: I 
would automatically turn into a second-degree killer or, at least, into someone who 
sends his innocent wife to prison with no reason. The proof was evident. Two kisses 
put Maribel in danger. A marriage... I do not want to imagine it. On the other hand, 
the idea of turning her into a new version of the mother of Cary Grant in North by 
Northwest and making her do the dirty work worried me a bit. I did not even know 
what she should do in case of accepting my indecorous proposition. It would be 
better to accept my destiny and not to unnecessarily involve anybody else. To start, 
nothing better than dedicating the weekend to look for a quite remote Internet 
connection and get ready to start running any time. 

I never considered myself to be a paranoiac guy, but I had the suspicion that if 
someone typed «Bunk» on Google, somewhere in the planet an alarm would ring, 
they would instantly detect the IP of that computer and in a few minutes an agent 
would catch that smart busybody. Let’s say, me. It sounded a bit crazy, but if I 
learned something in my years of writer candidate is that truth is always stranger 
than fiction, and it is by far. 

The previous step was to assure Maribel was safe and to do it, nothing better 
than dramatizing a false break up or a discussion in public. Deep down it was a bit 
sad, since there was no relationship in that sense. Second answer to the question of 
why I did not marry: it is impossible to marry if you do not have a relationship 
before. I walked to the desk of my mate and asked her to meet me after the work. 

—Boy, don’t you think you are going too fast? —She asked me maliciously. 

—I agree and I want to break our romance before it is too late —I answered 
like joking. 

—Are you breaking up with me? 

—Technically, you'll be breaking up with me. 

—Very thoughtful of you... 

I said nothing else and pretended to be looking for something around the draft. 
That joker attitude of Maribel in those circumstances denoted she was nervous or a 
bit worried. Perfectly understandable, considering how absurd and rapid the events 
had taken place. Practically, the only thing that happened was that a few guys took 
my computer with them after I received an incomprehensible email. From that 
moment, I was behaving as an espionage novel character as I imagine they must 
behave, since, in honor of the truth, I never read one. I was more into the classics. A 
postmodern Kafka would have made the most of this matter. Of course. 

—Well —I said to Maribel—. That’s the way things are. 


Sat in a terrace not far from the draft, we were having beers and smoking 
without break. I explained the situation with detail and the reasons why a 


«farewell» was imposed. I did not hide my worries and my dread about something 
happening to her. 


—Le6n, I’m going to be sincere. —I moved a bit forward— It’s possible that you 
are exaggerating a bit. Maybe this matter is nothing but a trifle. 


—True, but, and what if it’s not? 


—You might contract a detective to check if someone is following you... —I felt 
a mocking tone on her words. 


—Maribel, this is serious. 


—Why don’t you drop all this matter, forget about it and continue with your 
life? You haven’t done anything and this won’t go any further if you keep quiet. 


Quiet. What a word. I could not imagine a word fitting me less, and the truth is 
that, listening to my companion would have been marvelous. I would have put on 
some weight and would have been much happier. I would have married and, 
probably, I would have managed to write a good book. It is possible that I had 
children. In short, those things someone lose when he cannot be quiet. 


—tThis is what we’re gonna do —I continued, ignoring her recommendations—: 
you’re gonna simulate a fight and crossly leave the table. This way, if someone is 
following us, he’ll believe that we broke up and won’t care about you anymore. 


Though she might have done it, Maribel did not mention my plan was so naive. 
She nevertheless chose to pretend, seriousness and, staring at me she added: 


—Do you know you are quite good as creator of erotic games? The whole 
«discussion in public thing» has its touch. 


It was difficult for me to content my smile. «I'll call you», I answered very 
serious. She suddenly stood up and sonorously slapped me on the face. I did not 
remember it was so bad. She walked away with firm step, full butt as hard as a 
rock. Again, the woman I felt closer to me in many years was disappearing and with 
whom I had no sheens of sexual relations. So far away, so close. So close, so far 
away. Paradoxes of love and desire. Or, clearly, paradoxes of sex. 


That Saturday I drove to Madrid. I got up really early. One of the benefits of 
being single and without perspectives of change is that you can afford some 
caprices. Mine was driving a sports car, a Spider Veloce from 1976 in perfect 
conditions. The hands of my personal surgeon, doctor Baricco, took care of the heart 
of my Alpha Romeo so it will not freak me out. From the Lounge Lizards to Blue 
Cheer, from the Skatalites to Johnny Cash, from Milles Davis to the Cramps. The 
mp3 of my car did not stop playing good music. As the authorities recommend, I 
stopped to rest after two hours of relaxing drive, smoked a couple of cigarettes and 
had a pair of coffees. The cigarettes were my personal contribution, since it was not 
included on the list of safety measures suggested by the Department of Motor 
Vehicles. It was at that time, in that rest area, where I thought about the possibility 
of getting a pocket recorder. The one I am now using to record my last reflections. 


I should have listened to Maribel, I know, but the simple idea of someone 
chasing me without reason, observing me, taking the liberty to appear in my work 
place and, without giving explanations, taking my personal computer (yes, 
personal), it drove me mad. Third answer to the question of why I did not marry: 
because I do not know how to yield. Behind my appearance of calm man and rather 
disregarded there was a hidden stubborn and aggressive character, two qualities 
that do not match well with hasty marriage. Fourth answer: as good old Carlos 
Gardel I think devoting to just one woman would be a lack of respect towards 
others. And I am a very very polite guy. 


Due to a mixture of prudence and my new released persecutory obsession, I 
made sure that nobody was parking near me when I entered the rest area. In 
principle, nobody took the trouble to follow me at the weekend. Even the guards 
need a rest. Before leaving, I took a glance around. I tried to memorize each vehicle 
situated in the parking. I contemplated the Ferrari red of my car and smiled 
proudly. 


I left looking at the rear-view mirror. Exactly, nobody followed me. I carefully 
checked all exits and possible entrances. It would have been impossible to park the 
car out of the rest area without being seen. I raised the volume to enjoy «Human 
Fly» and fully put my foot on the accelerator of my fireball. Push the pedal to the 
metal. 


In less than two hours I was already in Madrid. My intention was to find the 
most untidy cybercafé which I could go to. Indispensable condition: no security 
cameras around. Desirable condition: an owner who did not care about a thing. 
Conclusion: an cyber for immigrants was the best solution. Lavapiés was the ideal 
destination, some kind of Bollywood-Zuli where, besides being able to eat 
marvelously and enjoy nice and friendly people, one could go totally unnoticed — 
except for the detail of having wheels as mine—. If they asked anyone, people 
would remember having seen it and there was also a possibility of not seeing it 
anymore if I left it there for long. I decided to park it, therefore, in another 
neighborhood and get on the subway. Thankfully, on Saturdays it was a bit easier to 
find parking space. Or it was just pure chance. Extracting a general law from a 
unique and particular case has always been quite problematic. 


There is no time I do not get lost in the subway. I am fascinated by these 
underground constructions, enormous and mysterious, though I admit I feel a bit of 
claustrophobia and, especially, I suffer uncontrollable panic to explosions. From 11- 
M’s terrorist attack, Madrid’s public transports —I guess that any public transport— 
causes me some fear. It deeply troubles me. Before that, I was scared of butane gas 
cylinders, pressure cookers and bottles of champagne and its derivatives. 
Definitively, any single thing that could blow into the air in the least expected 
moment. When I was a child, the objects I was terrified by were balloons, crackers 
and fireworks. Luckily, I never visited a therapist, who would have diagnosed me 


some strange condition like ligirophobia or something much worse that would have 
seriously disturbed me. I learned to live with it: when I go to a restaurant, I ask 
others to open bottles of sparkling liquids and always have wine at home (there are 
some that overcome the romanticism of champagne), I use electrical domestic 
appliances and cook at slow fire. From now on I will never take neither the subway 
nor the train and will prefer boasting of my Spider, though it turned out to be 
showier and it is more difficult to park. For some people, phobias are a problem; for 
me, they are a sign of character. 


I will never understand how people can sleep in the subway and wake up right 
at their destination. Maybe life is nothing but living slept till getting to the goal. 
Something quite disturbing as anyone can imagine. I neither really like people 
reading while traveling, because it simply reminds me my failure as writer. They are 
always reading bestsellers not written by me, except from those that opt for 
cultivated texts. Normally these are those the ones sleeping. They leave the book in 
their knees like a business card. As if they were saying: «I read these books when I 
am awake. I am a sensitive person. Leave your phone number and I will call you 
sometime and so on». We all do what we can. 


When I stepped on Lavapiés, a smell of unknown spices —and species— 
fascinated me. It was not too difficult for me to locate a cybercafé, though I failed in 
my prediction. The guy managing the shady company, an Indian with friendly face, 
looked at me surprised. I suppose he wondered what could a guy like me so well 
dressed, that surely had a mobile with Internet connection, do there. For my relief, 
there were no security cameras. I paid for one hour of connection and gave myself 
over the search of information. I prepared myself during my trip regarding what 
exactly I had to look for and I was trained to get all the information in less than 
three minutes. I had plenty of time. There were barely a few post related to 
bunk.com and, certainly, they were not relevant at all. Something I should have 
supposed. There was little information about North American hydrography, 
environmental groups and loads of empty mirror sites with no content but 
advertising and/or pornographic one. Obviously, I did not make the mistake of 
wanting to know more about the sender of the email, not even of the one from the 
news agency. It would have placed me in the tightrope and it would not be any 
need for someone to recognize my Spider. I flew off rather anxiously, because the 
Indian man looked at me again. Who on Earth would think of going into a cybercafé 
in Lavapiés like I was dressed trying to go unnoticed? If I had said when entering 
the place something similar to «Salam Aleikum», the thing would have changed, 
since I do not believe the owner could perceive my accent was not the right one. 
But I just said a simple «Hola». In short, I better commended myself to God or Allah, 
or anyone preventing someone from the Interpol went there to check. This was 
totally impossible. 


Since I had the whole day off and did not feel like driving another four hours, I 


decided to go to my car on foot. On the way, I went into a bar, ordered two coffees 
at the same time and lighted up a cigarette followed by two more. I was thinking 
about the failure of my trip. I was back to a dead end. Bunk seemed not to exist, 
despite somebody had sent an email from an email account of its property. I 
thought maybe the person from the news agency knew something. The doubt was 
how to contact that person without being suspicions. If that went wrong, I promised 
myself I would drop it. I still had the smell of patchouli stuck into my nose. 


Yerevan, the capital of Armenia 


The lights were switched off on the laboratory. Just a small reading lamp 
illuminated the table. A tiny little man was writing something in a notebook, which 
contrasted with the advanced technology of the devices in that room and, truth be 
told, with the own room constructed with materials of unclassifiable origin and 
nature. If flying saucers existed, their nursing room would be similar to that 
laboratory. As the notebook, the man also seemed out of context: his white coat, his 
shaved head, covering only his temples and nape, short stature, tweed suit with vest 
and tie included, round minuscule glasses. If he had had a pocket watch, the guy 
would have totally looked like someone from the beginning of the 20th century. He 
left the pen, took a handkerchief out of his pocket and cleaned his glasses. Then he 
rubbed his forehead with a hand while his eyes were closed. Finally, he decided to 
stand up and stretch his arms. He hung his white coat on the chair, switched the 
lamp off and walked to the metallic security door in the dark. 

It was dark already. A man seated on a car hood, an extremely brilliant black 
Bentley Arnage, was waiting for him in the darkness. The man of the white coat 
approached him. 

—I didn’t know you drove, Mr. Ezra -that was his greeting. 

—As you can see. Sometimes I like to feel free —he mockingly smiled and 
strengthened his hand to shake hands with the man. 

—Nice car. 

—Your English has improved a lot since last time we met. 

—Thank you. 

—Do you want me to take you to somewhere? 

—TI have my own vehicle, thank you very much. 

—lIn this case, maybe I could get you a drink, Mr. Oppenheimer. 

Niels Oppenheimer thought for an instant, while he carefully observed the 
speaker. Ezra got a cigarette case from his pocket and offered one to his new 
companion. 

—They are Egyptian. —The American outlined a smile as malicious as 
conspiratorial. Oppenheimer accepted. 

—I see you keep your good habits. —He came closer to the lighter Ezra was 
offering him and smoked with delight. I admit they are delicious. —He paused 
again to taste another drag of that exotic cigarette— OK, I agree. Let’s have that 
drink. 


—If it is fine for you, we could meet in same place again. Do you remember it? 
—Yes, of course. 
—tThis time let the valet take care of everything. 


Ezra threw his cigarette without finishing and got into the car. In the distance 
there was a metallic wire fence and a guardhouse. Two soldiers were positioned on 
both sides of the fence. Oppenheimer saw how it got up when the enigmatic visitor 
approached. He calmly finished his cigarette and got into his car ready to follow 
him. 

On his way to the meeting point, Oppenheimer recalled how he met Ezra. In 
fact, it was the third time he saw him, despite that was five years ago. The first time 
was in a congress in Armenia. Oppenheimer, a professional nuclear physicist — 
though he was not related to the other well—known Oppenheimer—, was giving a 
conference on new fission techniques. The provided information generated a great 
international commotion that, for some reason, was rapidly mitigated and a dark 
veil was drawn over the issue. The dread was understandable. An evil use of those 
discoveries might make room for a nuclear weapon without precedents and these 
topics, of course, used to touch the population, cause worry to the different 
countries and feed the press. Oppenheimer was booed during his presentation and 
he had to leave the room before concluding. Only, a man with red hair and peculiar 
aspect approached him in the corridor and invited him to have a drink. That man 
was Ezra. 


The major worry of Oppenheimer at that time was to finance his project, 
difficult due to the international pressure. But the American friend was ready to 
contribute a solution. 

—Good morning, do you understand my language? —Ezra introduced himself 
in this way at the congress. 

—yYes —Oppenheimer had a strong Azeri accent—. You could have noticed I 
gave the conference in English... 

—It wouldn’t be the first time I saw somebody with a written script and later... 
But anyway, in this case, maybe I could get you a drink, Mr. Oppenheimer. 

—Who are you? —The physicist asked— Do we know each other? 

—I’m a friend who, at the same time, has many other friends who want to help 
you. Your offer seemed extremely interesting to me and it would be a shame if it 
fails due to the cowardice and ignorance of a handful of hypocrites, don’t you think 
so, Mr. Oppenheimer? 

—OK —he agreed. 

—Could we meet tonight at the Café Mamoulian? Do you know it? 

—Yes, of course. Though I’m afraid it’s not the kind of place I use to frequent. 

—Tell the valet you are meeting Mr. Ezra, and forgive the discourtesy of not 
introducing myself before —he strengthened his hand to shake with the scientist—. 


Eight o’clock is a convenient time for you? 

—A bit late. 

—the better. I have other matters that cannot be delayed and are going to keep 
me busy the whole day. I hope you can excuse me. 

—All right. I’ll be there at eight o’clock. 

Oppenheimer stayed alone in the middle of the corridor after Ezra left. There 
was no applause or praise but a hope on the horizon. A light in the shape of a thin 
alien. An offer. Before being able to get into the Café, the physicist repudiated by 
the scientific community, took a while to find parking space. Undoubtedly he 
accepted that crazy invitation due to the frustration and anger of the rejection. 
Years of research could not simply finish in a drawer. Having to appeal to a stranger 
was painful and God knows what he wanted indeed. But this is the way things are. 
For a son of Azerbaijan, the opportunities were not many and he could do nothing 
but to have a drink with that gentleman and see. Oppenheimer came twenty 
minutes late to the appointment. Mr. Ezra was right suggesting him to tell the 
doorman he was meeting him, since the Café Mamoulian was not for the general 
public. It was a select club frequented by politicians, multimillionaire businessmen 
and a few weapons’ dealers. Ezra stood up to receive his guest. 

—TI am sorry about the delay —an alarmed Oppenheimer apologized. 

—Do not worry. I was in good company —he added pointing to a glass of 
Glenfiddich—. I recommend it to you. We know each other for many years and it 
has never disappointed me. —A smile showed on his face. 

The scientist looked around. He felt slightly lost. A very elegant gentleman had 
walked him to a private room where his mysterious host was waiting, something 
that did not happen to him every day. 

—A cigarette? They are Egyptian —Ezra offered, opening his cigarette case. 

—No, thank you. I will smoke one of mine. I do not want to get use to these. 
They are difficult to find here —Ezra smiled—. Well, tell me who are these friends 
who want to help me —Oppenheimer continued. 

—I work for The United States Department of Homeland Security. Though you 
may not believe it, my superiors have followed your researches with attention and 
they would be very interested in collaborating with your project. 

—TI am not interested in military matters. 

—I am glad. For an instant I believed you were going to say you have no 
intention of working for the United States... Look, we are not proud of this either. 
The problem is that it is necessary to be prepared against enemies of freedom. 
Personally, I prefer calling the activities of our Department «dissuasive measures». 
We have the moral obligation to protect our people. —He paused to have a sip of 
his exclusive whiskey and a drag to his Egyptian cigarette— Do you have family? 


—Yes, wife and two daughters. 


—Perfect. Then you can understand our worries. As you, we just wish our 
children to live healthy and safe —he said fixing his eyes in Oppenheimer’s eyes. He 
thought about his small Anna, his youngest daughter, sick with multiple sclerosis 
since her childhood, even if it was an exception. 

—What do they want from me exactly? —Oppenheimer asked. 

—tThey simply want you to continue with your researches. We would provide 
you with all you need, sparing no expense. That includes, obviously, a substantial 
remuneration for your services. 

—And in exchange? 

Ezra made another pause. 

—In exchange you should share your discoveries with us. It is a fair deal, don’t 
you think? —He smiled—. We would install a laboratory right here and later on, if 
you wish, you could move with your family to the States. It is a wonderful place, 
have you ever been there? 

—On a couple of occasions. 

—Magnificent. Well, what do you say? 

A waiter came with another glass of Glenfiddich for the scientist. Oppenheimer, 
a bit disconcerted, thanked him. 

—Try it. —Getting a bit closer and lowering the voice in confidential tone, Ezra 
added —they say is also a bit difficult to find this one here. —He insisted on «this 
one». 

—I need to think about it —determined the little man of the round glasses. 

—Do not take too long. We do not have much time. —The reply of the 
American made Oppenheimer is on guard. 

—What for? 

—Time for many things, like, for example, to explain you why we do not have 
time. I do not try to insist, but you know very well that if you do not accept my 
offer, the international scientific community will jump all over you, they will cancel 
your project and who knows what more might happen. Your daughter Anna needs 
medicines and, anyway, life is expensive even here, right? 

—What do you know about my daughter Anna? —Oppenheimer asked visibly 
offended. Why did he ask before about having family if he already knew? 

—I already told you we have the moral obligation to protect our people. And 
you might be one of them. —Ezra took a small notebook and a fountain-pen out of 
his jacket. He wrote a telephone number and, after plucking the leaf, he delivered it 
to his companion. After, he stood up and concluded—. Think about it and call me. 
The whiskey is on me. Oppenheimer held the paper staring at it, with a mixture of 
displeasure, rage and also desperation. He was on the ropes. Deep down, he knew 
everything that gentleman of refined manners and infernal look said was true. 
Sooner or later he would have to accept his offer. He finished his drink and went 


out to the street. Outside, the drastic change of temperature was brutal. Also the 
aesthetic one. No luxury, no expensive whiskies and no Egyptian cigarettes. He was 
still holding the paper with the telephone. He looked at it before putting it in his 
wallet. He fitted his jacket and walked to his car. 


Two days later, still feeling the unease caused by Ezra knowing about his 
family, something as intimate and painful as the disease of his little girl, 
Oppenheimer picked the telephone up and dialed the number in the paper. 


—Good morning, Mr. Oppenheimer —answered a voice at the other side of the 
phone—. How are you? 


—I am calling to accept your offer. 


—Excellent. In a few days I will send a few men to get to the nitty gritty and 
also use the occasion to give you some documents you must sign. Pure formality, 
you know. I congratulate you on your decision. 


As Ezra indicated, three days later, two men with strong North American accent 
appeared in the old laboratory of Oppenheimer, property of a multinational. In one 
month the new laboratory would be constructed and equipped with the whole set of 
instruments the scientist needed. Additionally, he would receive a monthly stipend 
of thirty thousand dollars. From his side, Oppenheimer had to sign a document that 
compelled him to cede the patent to the United States in order to be incorporated 
into their Security and Defense Program. After the transfer, the physicist would 
receive a quantity that would immediately turn him into a multimillionaire and 
Permanent Resident Card with possibility to become nationalized to the United 
States, him and all his family. The scientist thought about his small Anna, the long 
and tortuous way he crossed to go there, the rejection of the international scientific 
community and, finally, he put his signature on the contract. He turned into a rich 
man overnight. The works were executed with extreme diligence. Hundreds of men 
were working without a break. The laboratory was inside some kind of military base 
with strong security measures. For the general public, the area was used for 
hydrographic researches. However, the urgency in which everything was treated 
made Oppenheimer hesitate and a feel guiltier. What for did the gentlemen from the 
other side of the Atlantic Ocean have little time? It was obvious they were not 
investing that much money in order to help their citizens paying less on their 
electricity invoices. What was their real purpose? Oppenheimer, someone who came 
from a modest native family from a little village near to Baku and who worked 
really hard for his future, did not want to be part of a catastrophe. He had no 
intention of having his hands covered with blood. He had seen too much blood 
along his life. He tried to take comfort from thinking they were only motivated by 
their desire of possession, knowledge accumulation and patents. It could be a matter 
of a dissuasive strategy even more effective than war itself: if they preserved the 
results of his research, no lunatic could get them and put the survival of the planet 
at stake. After all, the guys that relied on prominent figures as Emerson or Thoreau 


among their ranks could not be so perverse. Reflections that did not prevent him 
from not getting to sleep, sinking into a frightening insomnia some nights. The 
insomnia of someone unable, due to his actions and decisions, to get to sleep as the 
fair people does. 

The second time Oppenheimer met Ezra was because he visited the new 
laboratory. One month after ending the works, Ezra went there to verify everything 
was in order and the scientist absolutely satisfied. 

—What do you think about your new laboratory? —Ezra asked while he 
touched some kind of desk. 


—lIt is not bad. 


—lIt is not bad... —he repeated at the time he was slowly nodding and revising 
the room around—. I would say it is the dream of any scientist. 

—I must admit it is a luxury to work here, and I am very grateful. 

—No problem. I told you if you decided to let us collaborate with you, you 
would have everything you needed. By the way, how is your family? What about 
small Anna? 

—Very well, thank you —Oppenheimer answered repressing his desire of 
telling him to stop asking for them. 

—TI am so glad. 

Anna’s disease was the most powerful motive that leaded the physicist to accept 
Ezra’s offer. After all, if God allowed something like that happening to his daughter, 
in his inscrutable routes, it was fair to think that maybe he conceived the same plan 
for the rest of the humanity. The egoism strictly speaking, id est, the worry for our 
own interests, was just another valuable way of neutralizing the chaos. If it was true 
that my freedom ends where other people’s noses begin, the same thing could be 
said about my egoism. The others would make sure, in defense of their own 
interests, of me not growing too much. So everyone is happy. In this way and in 
similar ones, Oppenheimer justified his collaboration with the Americans. Ezra 
confessed he wanted to smoke a cigarette outside and asked his protégé to go with 
him. 

—Would you like an Egyptian one? —He offered once they were outside. 

—Do you know what? I am getting attached to the American ones —the 
physicist answered getting a packet of Lucky Strike (a stroke of luck)—, but thanks 
for asking. 

Mount Ararat was glimpsed in the distance, majestically and enigmatically. 

—Have you climbed the mountain? —Ezra asked pointing at the front—. It is 
said the Chinese found the remains of Noah’s Ark. What about that? Chinese people 
are always so entrepreneurial, aren’t they? 

—I have not had the occasion, have you? 


—I forgot you are a very busy man, Mr. Oppenheimer —he had a slow and 


ceremonious drag to his cigarette and continued—. I have climbed many mountains 
and can assure you that Noah’s Ark is not there. —He dropped the ash softly 
following it with his eyes while it was falling. Having his eyes half—close, he added 
— I know what you think of me. In essence, you hate us, me and my country. I am 
sure you believe we are just some arrogant people taking advantage of persons in a 
desperate situation. We solve everything with money and violence, don’t we? 
Nevertheless, you could verify that not all Americans are burgers ravenous. That 
also happens with the rest of stereotypes —Oppenheimer did not answer—. You 
have to believe me when I tell you we just want to help. A catastrophe would harm 
us, as much like as the others and then nothing. Neither our money nor any other 
thing would be of any use. 


—tThat did not avoid you causing unfair wars with merely economic purposes 
—treplied Oppenheimer. 


—I am sorry but I do not agree with you, though I understand this idea is quite 
widespread. Being the main superpower always awakes certain suspicion among the 
others. Even inside our borders there are quite a few people whose opinion would 
coincide with you. What can we do? Anyway, now you are one of us, so you will 
have to choose who you want to rely on. 


Mount Ararat, Chinese people and Noah’s Ark. A strange combination. 
Oppenheimer was feeling that a laboratory like this supposed some kind of loyalty 
guarantee, a strong commitment that was close to be considered brotherhood. «Now 
you are one of us». Rich and American in no time. In exchange just a trifle: deliver a 
few documents in which, indirectly, he explained how to destroy to the whole 
planet, beside how to generate clean and economic energy. 


After that day, the only contact that both men kept was through the phone. In 
their last conversation, Ezra urged him to consider finished the first phase of the 
project. After five years it seemed that, in effect, they were running out of time. 


Oppenheimer was driving his old car heading to the Café Mamoulian. The name 
of the café sounded tremendously ironic to him, since, with exception for the hair, 
he looked like Rouben Mamoulian, the movie director that was kicked out a few 
productions and who had nothing to do with the name of the café. The distance 
between Ezra and the scientist was determined by half Egyptian cigarette and the 
difference of power between both vehicles. It did not prevent that when 
Oppenheimer arrived to the same private room from the first time, after leaving in 
hands of the disconcerted valet the proper tasks of his own work, the American was 
already there enjoying a magnificent Glenfiddich and a cigarette native from the 
lands of Cleopatra —by the way, one of the productions in which the Armenian 
director was kicked out at half of the shooting.— 

—It seems we are running out of time at the end —announced Ezra—. We want 
to make you a millionaire. 


It was clear that those guys wanted to gather the result of their investment. Till 
that day, they gave absolute freedom to the physicist, but the term had expired. 

—Everything is ready —Oppenheimer informed. 

—tThat is good news. By the way, what will you do with all the money? If you 
do not mind me asking... 

—I have a couple of things in mind. 

—Before I forget to mention it, I know a couple of clinics in the United States 
that are miracle working with multiple sclerosis. —Oppenheimer felt how the 
repulsion grown in his interior—. Science is something wonderful, don’t you agree 
with me? —He made another rhetorical pause—. What made you be interested in 
atoms? 

—Around here the winters are very hard. Nuclear power could make many 
people’s life easier— he answered with a hard look and wanting to smash Ezra’s 
face. 

—I totally agree with you, Mr. Oppenheimer. Of course. 

Both men remained silent for an instant, face to face, staring at each other. 
Egyptian cigarettes and lucky strikes. Miraculous clinics and nuclear heaters. 
Science is something wonderful. 


Klaus Zimmermann revised again the content of the letter those two gorillas 
delivered him. A formal letter inviting him to supervise some facilities destined for 
hydrological studies. It was not the first time they tried to get in touch with him. 
Being in Berlin, he received numerous calls and emails requesting his services, 
which he never accepted. It would not have been the first time his feet were on 
North American soil either. He was frequently invited by its universities to give 
lectures and seminars. Last time was six years ago. He was pleased to discover the 
presence of a strong environmental movement among the students and some 
teachers. He made good contacts with whom he was keeping some relation despite 
being away from teaching. During his last year in the Technical University of Berlin 
he received a visit from Bunk’s envoys in a couple of occasions. The messengers 
always came in groups of two, making the biologist distrust them. Their manners of 
secret agents enormously displeased him. Their «sir» at the end of each sentence, 
their extreme and artificial, fake and tense courtesy, their neat and old fashioned 
hairstyle, their impeccable suits, their hidden gun. Things he did not like. In the 
end, he was just a scientist not interested on military or police matters. Apart from 
that, the insistence of the «Hydrological Department» and its subsidiary Bunk, about 
which he never found a lot of information neither inside nor outside the Internet 
disconcerted him. It is true he was one of the best valued experts of the world, but 
there were others, even inside the American territory: his colleague Burt Kutcher, 
from the University of Wisconsin-Madison, Doctor Perkins in Michigan, Philippe 
Hasselman in Canada... Was not enough with them, if they were contacted, or 
would they also offer them their respective denials? For sure, Kutcher would have 
sent them to hell. 


The thing is he did not receive any news for more than five years from that 
organization and the information about the activities of Bunk continued being 
slightly trustworthy or, in any case, decisive. It seemed to be the Agency of «Public 
Relations» of the Hydrological Department of the United States, though other 
information pointed their functions went further. Nothing better than a good 
connection with the geeker students to be updated on what was not public 
knowledge and was not published anywhere. Apparently, Bunk was also providing 
services to the Department of Defense, though this was even less documented than 
its relation with the Hydrological Department. Only rumors around. 

Erika kept excited with the exhibition in Paris and Brandeis was ready to 
improve the solar wafer prototype of his father. Dagna, on the other side, was 
worried about her husband. The visit of the agents from Bunk disturbed her, in spite 
of the attempts of Klaus to calm her. Though he never confessed it, she knew those 


repeated visits, calls and emails were one of the reasons of his voluntary resignation 
from the Technical University. She suspected his husband had doubts and dreads 
regarding the activities of the famous American Hydrological Department and its 
unclassifiable subsidiary. In honor of the truth, Zimmermann also changed a lot 
since he left the University. It is possible that it was even a bit earlier. He became 
more distrustful, took to the extreme his environmental expositions getting close to 
radicalism. She knew he kept contact with several organizations and people from 
different sources, though he never spoke about it. He just went alone to city without 
giving any explanation and came back a few hours later. Sometimes, he travelled to 
Berlin «to visit this or that». It was not strange to see him inviting people to stay 
over a few days: foreign teachers, lads, students, friends that Dagna did not know, 
and a long etcetera. They used to walk in the woods for long hours. Klaus claimed 
they were talking about ecology and other related topics. He solved their doubts, or 
they solved his, encouraged the students to continue the study of the rivers, the seas 
and the waters, and managed doctoral thesis behind the scenes not appearing 
anywhere. Definitively, he turned into some kind of consultant and even a spiritual 
guide for many people. The mystery was, at least for Dagna, the type of 
consultations they did. Zimmermann always skirted the issue or hid behind a 
technical and incomprehensible speech. For fortune, such episodes were nothing but 
an anecdote in their lives, so Dagna refused to attach importance to them. The wife 
of the biologist perfectly knew the cessation of the «truce» would affect Klaus, who 
was more taciturn than usual since then. 

—How are you? —she asked Zimmermann while putting her hands in his 
shoulders from behind. 

—Very well. 

—Why do you think these gentlemen came back? 

—Frankly I don’t know it. It’s not something I’m worried about. —Klaus 
Zimmermann was contemplating the garden —Tomorrow I need to go to the city. I 
want to buy a few materials. 

Dagna did not ignore his trip was caused by the visit of the messengers from 
Bunk, though she chose not to make too many questions. She sat down next to him 
and she also contemplated the garden. 

—Do you think they are dangerous? —Dagna continued. Zimmermann 
pondered his reply. 

—I hope they’re not, Dagna, I hope they’re not. —That being said, he held his 
hand on his wife’s hand without stopping looking at the front. 


The following morning, after having breakfast with his family, Klaus got ready 
to cross a few miles. He took a list of the things his family needed from the city: a 
notebook, two copper pipes, beer, some food and nails. Nothing he could not get 
from the agricultural cooperative where the whole family was normally supplied. 


—TI’ll be back for dinner. 
—Can I go with you, dad? —Brandeis asked. 


—I have things to do, son. —The answer did not satisfy the boy, though he did 
not complain. 


The first stop was the store. The heat would not spoil the shopping and this way 
Klaus will not have to worry about schedules and so on. On the way to the city he 
was thinking about the possibility and convenience of writing to Kutcher. He 
cancelled his email account from the Technical University choosing a standard and 
less known one. He used to check it once a month. It was years since he did not see 
his colleague from Wisconsin, though he had regular correspondence with him. The 
researches of the American centered, like his, on the study of water, especially on 
storage procedures and purification methods. He used to spend long seasons in a 
base installed close to Lake Superior. Zimmermann did not want to involve him, 
with documentary evidences, in anything related with Bunk, so the best thing would 
be to arrange a meeting, either in his house, or where Kutcher was. Though, on the 
other hand, if Bunk did not contact him, the visit would be quite expensive for one 
of them, since the trip would be done in vain. 


Klaus located several cybercafés with no security cameras. In spite of the fact 
that his actions were not criminal, he felt more comfortable being far away from the 
target. He used to change places in order not to become familiar, therefore 
recognizably. The best ones were always those managed by immigrants. They did 
not like to meddle in anybody’s life (they already had enough avoiding inspections 
and awkward questions). 


He parked the van and walked to cybercafé ran by a Turk whose face revealed 
he would have preferred to dedicate to the Kebab business. He paid for an hour of 
connection and a bottle of water. He looked for a computer far away from the ones 
occupied by young lads equipped with earphones or showing off in front of a 
ramshackle webcam, with their eyes fixed in the screens, their fingers on the mouse 
or on the keyboard and a tense gesture. They had to be dealing with a global battle, 
thankfully virtual, or displaying their spelling mistakes with instantaneous 
messaging program, when they would clearly prefer to wank themselves while 
surfing pornographic pages. Advantages or disadvantages of not having a laptop and 
Internet connection in their own rooms. 


Task number one: write to Kutcher. Is incredible the quantity of emails that can 
be gathered in one month, even with a powerful anti-spam. 


Dear Burt, 

How are your researches in Lake Superior going? Have you finished with the 
all the water there? I am writing to you because I would like to consult you 
a few things personally. Have you thought about going on vacations to 
Europe or do you prefer inviting me to have one of these fishes with Harley 


Davidson oil that you normally fish there? Get in touch with me. It is urgent. 
Regards, K 


As they were old friends, Kutcher would understand the importance of the 
matter at once and would find the way of contacting his German colleague in as 
discreet as possible way, since he knew his distaste to computers and mobile phones 
—regardless of whether he was obliged to occasionally use both of them—. 

After sending the email, Zimmermann acceded to a blog he habitually visited, 
Aquarius, destined to hydrological and ecological questions in general. He wrote the 
following entry: 

If the mountain will not come to Muhammad, then Muhammad must go to the 
mountain. The visitors are between us. Another invitation to his party. Which must be the 
reply of Ali Baba? 

Klaus remained stupidly contemplating the screen of the computer for an 
instant, wondering if he did the right thing, if his entry was understandable enough 
(or incomprehensible). The users of the blog were used to cryptic language, but 
Zimmermann was not sure if he had exceeded or not. 


The ones who overstepped were the guys from Bunk. Appearing in his house 
without previous notice supposed an absolute lack of courtesy. The biologist hid 
from his wife the worry that was seizing him. He perceived a latent threat. Two 
elegant guys do not use to get in the middle of the forest just to deliver a letter to a 
pacific ecologist. «It would be convenient for you to join us», they said. Even if the 
really tried to recant or soften the impact of their statement, which was an absurdly 
hidden warning. Which would be the consequences of his denial to cooperate? What 
for did he leave his placid position at the Technical University if, after all, he could 
not feel safe? He was so comfortable living with old fogeys and colleagues who 
were waiting for Fridays to arrive as much as a substantial check at the end of the 
month! The only thing he would have done was to make people believe he was 
investigating on something in which nobody was interested and to give a couple of 
classes per week, as simple as that. On the other hand, Zimmermann preferred to 
cede his office to Bingham the wanker and allow the mummies of the Academy 
struggle while they played at being asphyxiated pressing their bow tie knot harder 
than the advisable for survival maintenance, that is, that which guaranteed that 
someone could continue writing stupid articles mentioning their department 
colleagues in order to receive a pat on the back, to maintain their statu quo or, in 
the best—case scenario, to fascinate some disoriented and confused exchange 
student and take her to bed. 


Klaus took advantage of his visit to the city to have a look at the bibliographic 
innovations in Gliick des Wissens’ bookshop. Nothing remarkable: the last work of 
Paul Auster, a new study assuring the Atlantis was located in the delimited area of 


the Bermuda Triangle (if Plato got back on his feet...), volumes dedicated to praise 
the advantages of breastfeeding or those that encouraged to live sexuality without 
any kind of repression. Probably, you could find there a lot of information about 
how to strangle yourself in a more pleasant and decorous way —if ending with your 
face more purple than an eggplant could be decorous in any sense— that with a 
greasy bow tie with prefabricated knot of university professor, for example with a 
delicate Hermés tie printed with bunnies—; a reedition of Philosophical Investigations 
by Wittgenstein and even the last stupid remark of one of his former colleagues of 
Technical University of Berlin. 

He decided to search the Art section. He asked the clerk for the catalogue of the 
last «Biennale de Paris» in order to decide how he should dress when Erika exposed 
her work. He did not want to be confused with any postmodern gardener or a 
performer and be taken back to his cage. He thought it would make his little 
daughter happy and decided to buy it, together with a novel by Siri Hustvedt for 
Dagna and a strange book about pipe structures and things like that for Brandeis. 
He would be fine with the copper, the nails, the beer and, of course, with another 
look at Walden and Civil Disobedience, since his child would already take care of 
improving the solar wafer prototype and many other things. 


Last stop: an espresso in a cafeteria run by a very nice Portuguese man. The 
place was full with photos of Sintra, birthplace of the owner, and there was the best 
coffee that Klaus had ever tried. 


He came back home earlier than expected. Dagna was putting the finish touches 
on her carob bean and soya milk mousse that would be the dessert that night. Erika 
was quashing the children of their neighbors in a soccer match that was stopping 
being friendly and Brandeis contemplated carefully the domestic solar wafer 
installation. He approached his father when he got of the van and unloaded the box 
with the shopping. 

—Here you have. Frankly, I have no idea how you can understand these strange 
things —Klaus said giving him the book. The boy was very glad. 


—How was the city? —Brandeis asked. 


—As always. I promise next time I'll take you with me. In fact, I’ll invite you all 
to eat those sausages you like so much. —Zimmermann knew he should go back in 
a few days to check his email and the blog posts. You never know what news you 
can receive from the cyberspace. 


Unlike most of the ecologists, Dagna was quite concerned for her appearance 
and hygiene, detail that really pleased her husband. In that moment she was 
wearing a pair of tight short jeans and a checked linen shirt in white and turquoise 
color. Someone can love nature and not be attracted to the idea of making out with 
a stinking human being, with beard and greasy hair, the hair on the armpits almost 
at the same level, and at same length, as the pubic one and a few teeth that only 


knew the occasional cleaning effect of the apple. It doesn’t matter how hard they try 
to convince us, the look of an orangutan —and even less if we talk about women— 
it is not attractive in a human world, that exception of the animal world that drive 
cars, have iPhones and all these things that do not characterize the rest of the 
members of the ecosystem. If so, men would not have had the idea of shaving, back 
to the Stone Age, not even women’s obsession of putting their legs close to the fire 
to burn that undesirable and unaesthetic hair. Maybe this information constituted 
the core of some of the observations Klaus, in his role of guru, occasionally gave to 
his visitors. In any case, it would have been ideal. 

Zimmermann approached his wife from behind and held her by the waist to 
kiss her on the neck. She smiled and, acting as she was still focused on the food, 
asked him: 

—How did it go in the civilization? 

—I’m every day surer that real civilization is to live in the countryside. I don’t 
know who can believe living among noise and smoke is the evolution, baby. By the 
way, I brought you a book. I hope you don’t have it yet... 

Erika entered the kitchen totally sweating. 

—Hello dad. 

—Hello Erika. How have you end up like this? 

—I was crushing the Low brothers. 

—I suppose it must be exhausting. These boys, do they know the taste of 
vegetables or fruits? 

Erika filled a glass with water and drank it in one gulp, repeating the action a 
few times. 

—Let’s go to have a shower —her mother ordered. The girl immediately 
obeyed. 

—Bran! —the mother called— Go to the shower! 

—I’ve promised Brandeis I’ll take you to the city next week to have dinner— 
Klaus commented when his small daughter had left. 

—What’s the reason of this capitalist gesture? —Dagna joked. 

—I’ve never been a big fan of extremisms. In addition, the boy is delighted with 
Hackett’s sausages. 

—And doesn’t it have something to do with just returning to the city? 

—Well, not that way. But... —Klaus made a brief pause—. I need to look for a 
few things, it’s true. —His face denoted worry. 

Dagna left what she was doing and joined her husband at the kitchen table. 

—What happen, Klaus? Is it about these guys? 

—I confess I’m slightly worried. I don’t understand why they came here. Who 
gave them our address? Why are they so insistent? 


—What do they exactly want? 

Zimmermann rubbed his mouth and around, hesitating. Later he continued 
rubbing his lips with his thumb. The moment he feared during all these years was 
about to come. 

—I believe it’s time to tell you a history —Klaus said, taking the hands of his 
partner over the table and looking at her eyes. Undoubtedly, the worst was to come. 


What could we say about Maribel Salgado? Beyond her being thirty-five years, 
having brown hair and dressing better than anyone else, as well as her proverbial 
nice butt, Maribel was an exceptionally intelligent woman. She graduated in 
economics and got her PhD in journalism. She perfectly spoke four languages and 
fumbled through another three. It was rumored that her parents had an enormous 
fortune, something she denied, and she made the mistake of marrying a fool called 
Lucho. Surely she did it to bother her wealthy progenitors, too protective according 
to her, and who knew the philandering face of the architect. Maybe the same reason 
led her to start working at a newspaper as The Winds of Change. 


During her youth, before her nuptials, she spent long seasons in Paris, Uppsala 
and Chicago. By the skin of her teeth, she did not marry with the director of a 
prestigious diary of the last mentioned city, but she hated burgers and Californian 
wine. She always affirmed she would have loved to live in Tucson, Arizona. She was 
fascinated by Sonoran Desert for some reason she could not really understand. She 
said a man might go out for something there and never come back. Nobody would 
miss him and, certainly, nobody would find him, since the truth is, it was quite 
probable that no human being —and even less a divine being— would go out 
searching for him. It was complicated to explain how those desires were inside the 
heart of such a delicate girl. It is possible it had to do with the times her parents 
went searching for her against her will. Some children of rich parents turn to be 
desperate rebellious. 


Lucho designed one of her parents residences, the only one according to her, in 
the north of Spain, a curious construction based on steel and obsidian (in some way, 
houses are the reflection of those who live in. The parents of Maribel were finalizing 
some details with the architect in the new demeure? when she appeared, straight 
from her sentimental break with the mature director of the newspaper made in USA. 
Prada shoes, combined with an impressive white shirt from Kenzo, jeans from 
Trussardi —the Evisu were reserved for the weekends— and jacket from Belstaff, 
giving an informal touch to the meeting, it have the nice effect of causing a 
favorable impression for a girl subject to the discreet captivation of bourgeoisie. 
Lucho showed signs of standing up when Maribel entered the room. —Ah, I 
introduce you to our daughter Maribel! —The architect shook hands with the new 
arrival—. Lucho has dealt with all that —the father added at the time he moved his 
hand showing nothing in particular. 

—Pleased to meet you. 


Lucho was four years older than his future wife. A caricature of a macho that, 
as Maribel would discover later, was incapable of offering more than Pradas, Kenzos 
and some disappointments. The father —it is better not to ask why— knew the 
architect escapades and he showed certain disagreement when his daughter 
announced she wanted to marry him after a year of discreet relation. The mother, 
already used to live in the luxury coffin designed by Lucho, chose not to give her 
opinion about the wedding, maybe thinking the own nature of the architect would 
follow its course and do the rest. Attitude that turned to be the wiser. 

The hasty marriage took place one month before Maribel joined The Winds of 
Change. In spite of his youth, the architect had already a previous marriage behind. 
His ex—wife, an average Nordic woman —though she was natural blonde—, had 
the consideration of not having children, so the divorce was nothing but an 
anecdote in the busy life of Lucho, a fool’s game. For a not reasonable at all 
donation (for these things, the will is not enough for God), the priest of a small 
Romanesque chapel consented that place to be the stage of a union that would last 
for almost five years. The previous wife of Lucho did not go to the wedding, but a 
few misses and ladies with whom the architect had some affaire did. 


The reception, a show of good wines, succulent meats and looks divided 
between reproval and envy. The honeymoon, fifteen days crossing the emblematic 
cities of love: Paris, Rome. The illusion of an adventurous and passionate life should 
have stayed there, though human stupidity tends to prolong things beyond the 
reasonable. In any case, these two weeks were the period in which the loyalty of the 
architect, due to obvious reasons, was longest kept. It was a detail Maribel would 
discover some years later. 

Apart from her marital experience, Maribel showed an exceptional style. She 
had an innate elegance, her movements were delicate and her manners exquisite, 
which did not impede her wild spirit to coexist with her more sophisticated side. In 
some sense, she was that sort of woman who scares men: too pretty, too intelligent. 
The terror of third class philanderers. 


On Saturday morning of the week when the «break» with Leén Poiccard took 
place, Maribel woke up, as some other days, in her house located in an exclusive 
suburb. Wearing a silk nightgown with Japanese motifs, she had breakfast in the 
illuminated kitchen: Italian coffee, orange juice and a couple of toasts with butter 
and domestic apricot jam that a neighbor gave to her, the premature widow of a 
wealthy businessman who now spent her time in the kitchen. It was months ago 
when she replaced her old Pavoni, which had a fused fuse or something difficult to 
determine, for a functional Lavazza. On the table there was Tokyo Blues by 
Murakami, which reading was still not initiated. The person who recommended it to 
her mentioned some aspects of the biography of the Japanese writer that made 
Maribel interested on the book more than the proper argument: her interest for jazz 


and Raymond Carver —one of the favorite authors of, once again, miss Salgado—, 
her passion for running and her defense of popular culture. That was enough to 
deserve a bit of attention from a beautiful lady and a few instants of her valuable 
time. Apart from that, Maribel declared herself a lover of Japan, country she visited 
twice. 

For the first time in a long time, she felt some kind of discomfort for having 
breakfast alone in the house and, without realizing, she began to revise the events. 
She found herself thinking about Leén. She could not deny she felt an increasing 
attraction for him, but the situation with the computer began to worry her. After all, 
she did not have any proof to know if what he thought was true. 


She knew him long enough and always had a quite favorable impression of her 
colleague. Being married, she was forced to deny, at least facing the general public, 
she considered him an interesting and attractive guy. Yes, she thought he was an 
intelligent man, a bit rough, but notably sophisticated in his taste and manners. 
Now she was free from marital ties and could freely surrender to her impulses. The 
problem was her liberation temporarily coincided with the birth of some kind of 
persecutory obsession in the good old Poiccard. She gave a bite to one of the toasts 
and suddenly forgot these small disadvantages. She began to wonder where he 
would be in that moment. Did he spend Friday night alone? Even the most mature 
hearts are unable to prevent obscene questions due to its crudeness and lack of 
subtlety. Apart from the culture, the status and these things that seem to separate a 
some human beings from others of the same species, regarding sentimental 
questions, we are all equal. Deep down and at the moment of truth, everyone wants 
steak with fries. 


She debated between calling him or not. It is supposed a lady never gives the 
first step, but unnecessary suffering was something she experienced in too many 
occasions to continue losing her time. «Maybe it’s too early», Maribel doubted. She 
decided to have a long shower and dress for the occasion. It was time to take action. 
After all, if twenty first century had to be characterized by something, it had to be 
for the abandon of old expired conventions. «Labels should never argue with 
spontaneity», she thought. 

While the water of the shower slid on her sculptural figure, Maribel was 
reviving memories of some of the most surrealistic moments of last weeks. 
Undoubtedly, Leén was in all of them. The author of that mad adventure always 
had been there. He was already employed at The Winds of Change when she joined. 
He helped her with his discreet indifference and safety distance, when the divorce 
came up suddenly. He never denied her a polite and soft compliment —something 
that, even if some people say it does not, is good for men and women in a moment 
of dejection—. Definitively, the false seducer could turn into the background of all 
her most recent photos, as a guardian-angel who adopted a pose to hide a sensitive 
heart. 


Maribel had the habit of smoking while she applied make up. Real class always 
has been in details and, therefore, she used to smoke the long ones More. Between 
drag and drag, she decided to do something crazy: she would drop by the house of 
Leén without prior notice and would ask him to have breakfast with her for the first 
or second time, in case he had it already. She did not think about this kind of 
impulses can and usually have a fatal ending like, for example, that Poiccard had 
already prepared coffee for the person who spent the night with him or, which was 
even worse, that he opened the door with sticky eyes, untidy hair and smelly 
breath. «Nevertheless, life without risks is a total boredom», she told herself. 

Maribel finished the cigarette off and went out ready to knock Leén down in his 
own bed. On the way, and as she was getting closer to the house, she saw some of 
the places she visited with him: the Café d’Orsay, El figén de Lola... Her imagination 
travelled to that day. Poiccard was drinking Campari and smoking while he was half 
—closing his eyes to prevent the smoke entering his eyes, with the cigarette 
between his first and third phalanxes. The red Spider. The tidiness of the house, the 
marvelous library, the collection of discs —some of them in vinyl—, the Alsatian 
wine. She got well drunk which prevented her from finishing a charming party. The 
chivalrous way his companion behaved, taking her to bed, he going to sleep in the 
sofa and respecting a painful and particular «vow of chastity». 


She stopped the car by a pastry shop specialized in delicatessen candy and got a 
tray big enough to be able to invite the imaginary lover to have breakfast —in case 
she was real— before kicking her ass and rudely ask her to leave, and hoping Leén 
still had some coffee left. In short, she was determined to have sex with the sports 
editor of The Winds of Change, in one way or another. There was no doubt about 
that. 


The street where the house of Poiccard was located was very calm at those 
hours and it did not turn out difficult for her to find parking space. The door of the 
building was opened, so she did not have to ring the intercom. She decided to climb 
by the stairs, always so worried by the smoothness of her thighs. When she reached 
the last step, she noticed the figure of a man at the end of the corridor or, which 
was the same thing, in front of the door of Leén. It was a young person that should 
be under his thirties. He dressed black iridescent pants and blue shirt that did not 
suit him well at all, it was evident it was not his usual outfit. It looked like he was 
wearing a costume, as if he tried to show a more serious aspect than the one he 
normally had. Maribel knew these things can be perfectly detected by the shoes: a 
person who is used to dress in an informal way will rarely be able to correctly 
choose the shoes when he wants to dress up with a more elegant style. We always 
fail choosing the shoes, remember this. 

The guy in question was not particularly attractive, rather everything opposite: 
moderate overweight, careless hair, appearance of spending hours playing poker 
online —and only online—, old fashioned glasses, face skin unable to resist gravity, 


and those damned shoes! Maribel advanced for the corridor with certain caution, 
while the man was patiently observing her. When she arrived to the door of Le6én, 
he commented: 

— Mr. Poiccard is not at home. 

— Can I know who are you? 

— It will be a pleasure to introduce myself, Miss Salgado, but will you invite 
me to a coffee first? 


3 Residence in French. (Tr. Note) 


After going out of the cafeteria, I thought I might optimize the trip and nothing 
better to do it than visiting the agency from which, supposedly, someone sent the 
message that indirectly pushed me to be there at that moment. Logically, I would 
not suddenly appear in that place, but, at least, I would know the building and... 
Well, I would think of something. I looked for the address on my cell. Internet on a 
phone is one of the major advances of humanity. It was not too far from where I 
was, though I did not want to walk again. So, as I was neither seduced by the idea 
of getting the subway again, I stopped a cab and asked him to take me to the origin 
of my most immediate misfortunes. On the way doubts were coming to me like, for 
example, if she would be working that morning —agencies remain open on 
Saturdays, Sundays and holidays and, really, I imagined a woman— or how she 
would be. I was imagining a young woman, beautiful and falsely ingenuous, as the 
secret agents and spies from the movies of James Bond. Sooner or later, we would 
have a torrid romance among photocopiers and computers. 


The streets were clearer than usually and the traffic was slightly less busy. The 
cab stopped for a second in double parking while I was paying the journey and later 
it disappeared as any other anonymous human being with whom I had some kind of 
transitory intimacy. Though it is some of the things we normally do not remember, 
it comes to my mind the image of a homeless who I saw after going out of the cab. I 
have the habit, I would not be able to say if it is obsession or compulsion, of giving 
a tip to any beggar I see. I always have a few coins with me just in case. I have 
never managed to explain myself such a behavior neither when it stated to be a 
characteristic of my personality, but that is it. Undoubtedly, I try not to let my left 
hand know what my right hand is doing, to do it right... I even got to invite them to 
have a coffee with me or have stopped to exchange a few words with them. Please, 
do not get me wrong: I neither want to look any cooler nor have the minor intention 
of cleaning my guilty conscience for some sin of the past. Not even my social 
sensibility is particularly remarkable. Not at all. 

The thing is that I discreetly left a few coins in a plate he had placed on the 
floor and contemplated the building. It was functional, a bit old and dirty and 
without much to emphasize about its structure. In other words, a building as I 
imagined. What other kind of company would send news packages to The Winds of 
Change and similar newspapers? 

I decided another cigarette would not be bad for me. I recognize I felt the urge 
of entering there and directly ask for the person or persons in charge of sending the 
email to us, but I cooled my mind in an instant. People were entering and going out 


of the building. Would some of these persons be the one in question? I was starting 
to go quite a bit mad. It did not take long for me to come to the conclusion that my 
trip was finished, that the mission I came to do that morning was already 
accomplish and that, maybe, the best thing to do would be to come back home and 
enjoy what remained of the weekend. Luckily, I might be on time to see a couple of 
movies, having a glass of Campari or two and smoke half a packet of cigarettes. I 
know it was a quite depressing plan, but, honestly, that was all I could do. But I 
could always call some friend and ask her to take me out to dinner, though I must 
confess that my side of cold gallant was not in its finest moment. 


I moved through the urban pavement till getting to my Spider, in this occasion 
taking the subway again and testing my tolerance to phobias. Who could be the 
insane person who suggested shock therapy to get rid of them? Before taking «el 
Metro»4 I stopped in an electronics shop and bought a small digital tape recorder 
with capacity to store hundreds and hundreds of hours of conversation, just the way 
I like it, especially if I or someone else speaks positively about me. Roughly 
speaking, and except for the tape recorder, my visit to the Capital had been a 
disaster. I was coming back home knowing pretty much the same I did before my 
trip, that is, knowing absolutely nothing or, even worse, since I realized any chance 
of getting information about the sender of that email was, simply, nonexistent. It 
was time to leave my small crusade against digital interference and getting hold of 
the control of the courtesy computer. C’est fini. All in all, why should I worry that 
much about an incomprehensible mail, no matter how much it called the attention 
of a few agents of the «Interpol»? After all, I knew I was innocent and those 
gentlemen could dissect my work tool but they would find nothing irregular, apart 
from some rubbish messages. 

My days like freelance detective had ended and it deserved a soundtrack 
according to the situation. I put on a CD from Santisteban and selected the track 
«Neurotic Blues». Well—considered, it supposed an exquisite finale and very 
appropriated to an quite absurd story and, in some way, neurotic (as far as I am 
concerned). I saw myself as a Mike Hammer destroyed and punished by life, 
returning home to the rhythm of crepuscular police music. Close-up in slow motion, 
depressed gesture but pleasant sensation that gives the accurate fulfillment of your 
duties. Why not including a bit of soft rain to the scene? Neon and car lights at 
nightfall. It had nothing to do with the sun and infernal heat of that day. 


I was driving during less than two hundred miles when my mobile rang. As I 
could not hear clearly with the car’s top open, I did not answer. I checked it was 
Maribel calling. Maybe she would like to propose something for tonight? It did not 
take long to receive a text: «Leén, call me when you can. It’s very important». I 
looked for a parking place to call her back. 

— I see you miss me. —I started my conversation this way. 


— Le6én, where are you? We have to meet immediately. ’'m with a man you 
should meet. —The tone of her voice was not giving rise to jokes. 

— It’s fine for me if you meet other men, but you wanting to introduce them to 
me... 

— It’s very serious. We are in «El Leén Rojo», near your house. 

— The truth is that you catch me a bit far away. I had to do a few formalities. 
—tThere was a moment of silence. 

— How long do you think it will take you to get here? 

— At least a couple of hours. —More silence. 

— OK. We'll wait for you here. Try not to be too late. 

— Fine. Order a Campari for me, please. 

A man... What a plan. Definitively, to my failure as a writer, detective and high 
level journalist I had to add my gallant side. Though the stereotype of a loser is 
really estimated nowadays, I know it because I like reading, I was not pleased with 
the idea of suffering it on my own shoes. Anyhow, for what I have left here, this is 
not something that bothers me too much... «A Man you should meet» Why should I 
meet no man? Come on, a man? This puzzle did not please me at all. In any case, I 
stepped on the gas hoping to face my destiny as soon as possible. I am not a fan of 
death throes and I always believed the best thing to do is to face reality and do it as 
soon as possible. 


I arrived at «El Leén Rojo» five minutes earlier than the estimated time. Maribel 
and a guy decidedly not very attractive were waiting for me on a solitary table. I 
sighed relieved supposing she was not going to introduce me to her new boyfriend. I 
walked towards them with firm and sure step, clarifying my claimed superiority on 
a very pathetic way. The waiter looked at me and I used the opportunity to order a 
Campari before reaching them. 

— How was your trip, Mr. Poiccard? —the stranger asked me before I could 
have greeted them. 

— | introduce you to Enrique Junco —Maribel said—. He is employed at the 
agency that sends the news to The Winds of Change. 

It seemed I had needed fewer letters than good old Milgram to come to «my 
man». I felt a bit disappointed to see the sender was not the beautiful and 
mysterious woman I had imagined. Enrique Junco, what a name. I shook hands and 
added: 

— Pleased to meet you. I see you already know me. —I took a seat while the 
waiter, almost in a simultaneous way, was leaving my glass in the table— How did 
you know I was travelling? —I asked without beating about the bush. 

—In the same way that those who are behind you —I arched an eyebrow as a 
sign of surprise— By the GPS of your cellular. 


I knew my cellular would bring me problems, but not of that kind. Suddenly, I 
knew I lost my time. All my measures to go unseen were useless. Those gentlemen, 
whoever they were, had me located all the time. 

—And as you seem to know so much, would you be so nice of telling me who is 
this people? — I drank a bit of my red drink and looked at Maribel disconcerted. 

—It seems they are agents of the Interpol, though it is possible that they work 
for the secret service of the United States. 

—Of course -I sarcastically said—. And what are a few American secret agents 
doing here? I say Americans because you have mentioned it, since they speak 
perfect Spanish. They were probably possessed by the paella spirit... 

—I didn’t say they were American. I’ve suggested they might work for the 
United States secret service. And don’t waste your sarcasm with me. I’m only trying 
to give you hand. 

—Thank you for the explanation. 

Maribel intervened in this instant. 

—Mr. Junco came to help us, Leén. 

—Why did he call you? 

—He didn’t. I found him. —She omitted a small detail: Enrique already knew 
her name. 

Briefly, she explained how that morning she came to my house in order to 
invite me to have breakfast and found Enrique Junco in the corridor 

—Well, if you knew I was travelling, why did you go to my house? 

—I wanted to make sure you lived there and, indeed, that you were not at 
home. Mr. Poiccard, you must believe me when I say I’m here to help you. I know 
all this must be odd for you, but if you continue with your investigations you could 
get into a fine mess. You are still on time to keep things the way they are and forget 
this matter. 

—Let’s see if I understood properly, I receive an stupid email, a few gentlemen 
with very bad manners appear in my office and, in front of my colleagues, 
confiscate my computer and provide me with a courtesy one, I receive your visit 
and you say they have me located across the GPS? To begin with I don’t even know 
what this matter is about. 

—Let me show you a vision of the facts from another perspective. The email 
you received is by no means absurd, these gentlemen have worse manners than you 
could notice, they have certainly located you by your GPS and the aim of my visit is 
to protect both of you. Don’t forget it. 

—Protect me from whom or what? —My tone of voice increased a few decibels. 


—Leén, calm down —Maribel recommended me putting her hand on my arm. I 
lighted a cigarette in a vain attempt of hiding my alteration. 


—You are an innocent person. This has nothing to do with you. What happened 
shouldn’t have happened. In some way, it was our failure and that’s why we want to 
solve it. 


—Our? Who are you people? Who are you? 

—TI already told you, my name is Enrique Junco and I work at the agency that 
sends news packages to newspapers as The Winds of Change. 

—You said «ours»... —Junco heavily sighed. 

—Look, the email you received was not intended to you. It was my failure. I 
don’t know how the hell it could happen, but somehow it did. 

—And why didn’t they confiscate your computer? If you forwarded the email, 
you should have received it before. Why didn’t they appear in your agency? — 
Enrique Junco did a pause. 

—My computer is, let’s put it in this way, ironclad. 

—Ironclad? —I rubbed my eyes with both hands. 

—Really, don’t insist. Leave things as they are. Get back to work as nothing 
happened, back to your life. Don’t make life difficult for yourself. 


—Could I have another Campari, please? —I asked the barman. I felt how I was 
getting more and more overexcited. It would never have happened to James Bond, 
but the situation was riling me. Something I would not have worried about if 
Maribel was not there. A man who loses self—control also loses points in the 
escalation towards the heart of a woman, or the bed, by leaps and bounds and 
immediately—. All right —I kept talking—. To who was the message intended? 


—To me —my savior from the news agency tersely answered. 

—And does «Niels Oppenheimer is in» means anything to you? 
—tThat’s none of your business, Sir. 

—Of course it is! Dammit, would you stop saying it’s not my business? 


The waiter came with my second glass of Campari, to which I gave a swig with 
approval right after touching the table. Maribel was looking around us. I guess I was 
raising my voice beyond the limits of discretion. Fortunately, no one seemed to 
care, not even the waiter. 


—TI’ll repeat it for the last time —Enrique stated—. Forget the topic and do as if 
nothing ever happened. 


—And what if, by any chance, I didn’t want to do it, what would happen? 
—In that case, Mr. Poiccard, God helps you. 


I looked at Maribel hoping she could contribute some suggestion on how I had 
to proceed. 


—I think Enrique is completely right. 


—Well —I continued—, there’s another thing I’d like to expose. How can I rely 
on you? How do I know you are not one of «them»? 


Enrique Junco showed the most intelligent smile of the whole conversation. 

—You have to do it. You cannot know it for sure, but, my friend, you have no 
other option. 

I put my right hand above my head and bowed my head a bit. I wanted to kick 
the ass of this guy. And that was even before seeing his shoes. 


4 The Tube (Tr. Note) 


The works continued at full speed and more than a hundred feet under the 
surface of the desert of Nebraska. It would be ridiculous to randomly say a number 
of workers who were far from the solar light, so, in all likelihood. It would be much 
lower than the real one. More than a customary work or a human construction, that 
looked like an ant’s nest of huge dimensions, with its workers apparently moving 
without order nor coherence, but with an strictly defined function, following the 
«formic acid» in the shape of rails, orders and instructions dictated by the ones in 
charge. Losing time or obstructing the labors was not an option. Since Ezra visited 
them, the colonel multiplied considerably the number of operatives, at the time he 
intensified procedures in order to have that building ready by the deadline. 


In order to get some things running smoothly, there is nothing better than 
breaking the information chain. It is as alienating as effective. The procedure is as 
simple as offering some precise information and a list of concrete tasks without 
mentioning the purpose of the operation. In this situation the colonel and his men 
found themselves, making an effort at rigorously fulfilling some orders which global 
aim was completely unknown for them. In the military world it is something more 
than usual, which did not prevent that in the middle of the never-ending night 
living underground, the colonel wondered for the sense of that sublime and 
monstrous Atlantis. In occasions he woke up shaken, contemplated the austere room 
in which he was confined and wondered what the hell they wanted to actually do 
with all that. Rapidly he felt pretty bad by the fact of doubting. A soldier never 
doubts; he only obeys, fulfills orders and serves. His chevrons properly accounted 
his loyalty as a soldier who faithfully served his country in several occasions. He 
fought in the Persian Gulf and was in charge of several hundreds of soldiers in Iraq. 
He saw innocent civilians, women and children falling, without making too many 
questions, with blind faith in the intelligence and lucidity of his superiors, for the 
greater good of the whole humanity, which justified all atrocities. Why to distrust 
then the kindness of the purpose of the new mission they had entrusted him? 
Another man who would give anything for being able to let sleeping dogs lie. 


What would be next? An alleged attack of the Chinese or the Afghans? Would 
they have to look for a new Rambo in order to get them out of trouble? There is 
always a man alone against all odds, against an always changeable enemy, when the 
Empire teeters, more powerful than all missiles, tanks and soldiers together. Arisen 
from the American insomnia cheated by those whom he deposited his faith in and 
for whom he risked his life several times. 


The colonel got out of the bed. As he could not look out the window, since 
there was none —though that was what he wished— he looked at the photo of his 
wife and his two children. They were protected by a wooden frame, free and out of 
that underground prison, unaware of the big plans drawn up by the people 
responsible of their safety (of theirs and of the whole planet, judging by their 
speeches). Widow and orphans, though neither the husband nor the father had 
really died. 


Without thinking it over, the colonel went down to the floor and began to do 
frenetic press-ups in the dawn. It was his way of berate himself and repent for an 
instant of doubt, for a momentary crisis of faith. Whip and cilice turned into 
exercise. One hundred, two hundred, three hundred. It was not bad for a man of his 
age. His arms were shaking, his wrists refused to continue bearing the weight of his 
body. His legs were tense and abundant sweat was leaking in an incessant way. He 
stood with difficulty, sat down in the edge of the bed and lied down just a bit later. 
He thought about Ezra and the enormous metallic swimming pool. He saw him 
advancing to the darkness and disappearing on it. «We are making History», he said, 
we are making History. Those were the last thoughts coming into the mind of the 
colonel before he fell asleep again. 


At six o’clock in the morning, the colonel was already precisely shaved and 
ready for the battle. After having a coffee with cream, he prepared to cross the 
facilities in the cart. Everything as it was expected. The works were progressing at 
great speed. That began to look like an immense space station. A work of 
engineering and architecture like no man had seen before; A sketch of the future, a 
small city where no detail would be missing. As the soldier understood, that 
complex would lodge the best brains of the planet, which would gather —as if they 
were a soccer team— to analyze questions related to the storage of water, a more 
valued treasure than oil, gold, diamonds and all that for what men killed each 
others. Removed the night doubts from his mind, he understood he was part of the 
major scientific experiment of the 21st century that, presumably, would seat the 
basis of science for future centuries, and felt proud. He was fighting for his country 
and for a free world without using weapons. «Knowledge will substitute violence», 
he told himself. He was glad to be part of the pacific age of humanity. Behind 
remained wars, death, horror, insecurity. Soon, real soon, human beings would 
forget their shameful past, that one by which they were catalogued as the most 
harmful and destructive creature of creation. Man would no longer be a wolf to 
man, nor a scourge for the rest of the species. The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse 
would be definitively defeated and harmony would be established once and for all. 
Come and See. 


«President Crush will be very proud of you. Gentlemen, we are doing History. 
The world has never seen anything like this before. Neither will never see it again.» 
The words of Ezra resounded in the head of the colonel. Of course it would be that 
way, since each of them, from the least qualified worker to the highest position, 
were undertaking their task with great enthusiasm and diligence. The future would 
continue illuminating the garment of bars and stars. Filled with happiness, the 
colonel got off the vehicle and encouraged a few workers who were dealing with 
the blowpipe on their hands. Once he left, the workers looked at each other. 
Receiving compliments was everything but usual. 

The colonel got to the zone where, in an immediate future, illustrious guests 
would be lodged. They tried it to look like a residential neighborhood: modular 
homes in the image and likeness of those who shaped a neighborhood of any calm 
city (a bit smaller, yes —around fifty square meters each—). It was even planned to 
place Astroturf around. Most of the efforts of the engineers were centered on getting 
the most similar light to sunlight, though they did not completely get it. The idea 
was that every living brain there did not miss the exterior too much. As far as the 
colonel knew, they would install a small golf course, restaurants and some cafés. All 
services would be subsidized by the State. Underground, no money of the selected 
ones would worth. 


The soldier was in charge of supervising one of the five sectors that would 
shape the underground complex, as it were, the VIP zone, with mini hospital 
included. He barely had heard of the rest, did not know in which places were 
located neither other dependences nor those who were in charge of them. To tell 
the truth, he did not even know for sure if they really existed. It was part of the 
martial protocol, as he could experiment very well, not to ask or wonder about. And 
even less now that he turned into a warrior of peace. 

It had been more than one month from the visit of Ezra and the change was 
clear at all levels. When he would come back to the facilities was something 
completely unforeseeable. Anyway, the colonel had the intuition that if something 
went wrong, Ezra would already have gone there to tell them off. No doubt, several 
observers were tirelessly crossing the underground city in order to inform the 
messenger of president Crush. Not to mention the hundreds of security cameras 
installed everywhere. Who would be monitoring him? He wondered. He playfully 
looked around and smiled. He marveled at the energy he had that morning despite 
of not resting in the whole night. 


Sometimes, people do not notice small details, when, these are actually decisive 
in life. Turned into machines thanks to routine, men and women cross the transitory 
period of life unconsciously neglecting a really high percentage of it. Otherwise, the 
colonel would have perceived that in every tool used by the workers, in every piece 
of that hyper measured room, in every overall, even in the back of his briefcase, 


there was an inscription with the name «Bunk», no logo and using a simple 
typography. Supposedly, he was working for the Government of the United States, 
concretely, for the army. That was what he firmly believed. For the colonel, Bunk 
could be the company making the briefcases —though he did not pay any attention 
—. If he would had been more observant —something that, also theoretically, a 
soldier is supposed to be— would have discovered that in the same way could be 
the company distributing material for futurist constructions or work wear. But, 
everything? Well, multinationals normally do this kind of things or maybe it was 
the «private label» of the American Government and he never noticed. Details make 
a marriage survive or go to waste, make a criminal free or prisoner, make someone 
chosen to participate in a Reality Show or exiled to the trunk where legions of 
anonymous and indistinct individuals live, make life smile at you or hand you 
lemons. Details are the key, and the bright spark colonel did not see it. If he had 
done it, applying a minimum of common sense, he would have understood a 
multinational worries too much about designing a logo that makes it identifiable, 
that almost always ends up making detergents and coffee machines filters, that flirts 
with the stigmatized tobacco and with the best weapon or car industry, though it 
emits more smoke than the cozy cigarettes and in which small chromed coffins die 
more people than due to nicotinic cancer. Definitively if, after having warned the 
insignificant detail of a name in multiple varied objects and the absence of a logo, 
he had put to work his brain, the colonel would have understood that Bunk was not 
a simple multinational. In fact, not even a multinational, and that governments do 
not have «private labels» because, sooner or later, they always end up dirty. 

Instead of that, the soldier remained examining the city of the future, away 
from the sun, constructed of substitutes of life and disturbingly small, despite of its 
big dimensions. 
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White House, Washington D.C., United States 


The Red Room was the lounge chosen by president Crush to meet the loyal 
Ezra. Violating all legal rules, he was calmly smoking one of his beloved Egyptian 
cigarettes and Crush an eminent Havana cigar. 

—I am increasingly convinced that the blockade of Cuba was a tremendous 
mistake —the president indicated while he was exhaling the smoke. Ezra approved 
it with a half smile on his face. 


—The anti—smoking law should also be object of review —added his thin 
trusted man. He discreetly cleared his throat and abruptly changed the topic—. The 
reports of two of our agents in Berlin arrived. Mr. Zimmermann still refuses to 
cooperate. 


—Damn ecologists. They cannot see beyond the Walden and other rural 
fantasies. They are a more harmful plague than the ones God still insists on sending 
us. First the frogs, the mosquitos, the horseflies and the locust, later the Russians, 
the Vietnamese, the Taliban and now the Chinese... And the ecologists. Yahweh 
does not stop testing us. —President Crush sipped from the coffee cup before taking 
another drag of his cigar— have you thought anytime that every good thing has a 
dark side? The best cigars come from Cuba, Davidoff was native to Kiev... We 
turned into a pair of sinners, Mr. Ezra. 


While he was speaking, he raised his glance up a bit and it was lost for 
moments. Between joke and joke he thought about something Ezra did not even 
bother to imagine. He knew Crush himself will share it with him sooner or later. As 
everyone knows, laws are done for slaves, so it was improbable he were worrying 
about this question. Otherwise, it was unlikely for him to feel as a sinner. 

—Wouldn’t it be more reasonable to convene another researcher, Mr. Ezra? — 
he inquired. 

—We could try but Zimmermann is the best by far. 

—And what the hell is he doing instead of being here? Any scientist who prides 
himself would like to be in the United States! 

—I don’t know what to say, Sir. We cannot forget he also left the University. 
Maybe he is not interested in investigation any more. 

—But it seems he is still interested in doing the necessary dodges to continue 
earning money as researcher, isn’t he? 


Facing the inability to offer a gauged response, Ezra chose to take a drag of his 


cigarette and to drink some coffee. 

—Klaus Zimmermann has to advise us. If he is the best, as you insist on 
defending, he has to be on our team. 

—We’'ll do our best, Mister President. 

Crush got up and slowly wandered around the room till coming up to the 
window. He remained silently looking to the outside for an instant. He puffed the 
cigar once or twice and came back again to the conversation focusing on another 
matter. 

—Any further news related to the report of Oppenheimer? 

—the report is perfectly written. Mr. Oppenheimer faithfully fulfilled his part 
of the deal. 

—As you already know, it would be recommendable for him to come here. His 
presence is indispensable in order to develop the project correctly. 

—I believe it shouldn’t be too difficult for us to convince him. He has a 
seriously sick daughter who might benefit from the treatment we can offer her in 
our country. 

—Excellent. Spare no expense. Oppenheimer is a key element in our puzzle. He 
must supervise each phase of the process. —He paused and came back to Ezra— do 
you believe he will want to collaborate until the end? 

—I am convinced the arguments we’ll use will make him understand the 
importance of his cooperation. We have good reasons to act in the way we are 
doing. 

—tThere is no doubt. We have invested a lot of efforts, and a lot of money, to 
carry out with this project in a successful way. We cannot afford any failure. The 
best ones must be with us and we will do whatever is necessary to achieve it, you 
know what I mean. 

The one who fiercely believes in the mission he has been entrusted to 
accomplish, will never weaken. The eyes of Ezra shined. It was not necessary for the 
president to add a single word to what he had already said. Crush went back to his 
armchair. 

—You should not worry for Doctor Oppenheimer. As I said, he will gladly 
accept our invitation —it was the first time he was referring to Oppenheimer by his 
real degree: doctor. 

—Perfect. —Crush finished what was left from his coffee with just one sip— 
Right, what do you think about your visit to the bunker? 

—I must admit we are talking about a work without precedents, Sir. I was 
deeply impressed. 

—You? —The president could not help bursting out laughing— I believed you 
could be impressed in no way. 


—I can promise you that you achieved it, Sir. 


The head of President Crush rose proudly. The bunker constituted his major 
victory and he was conscious of the greatness of that construction. 


—What has surprised you more? 


—cConsidering that is still unfinished, the «swimming pool», as the workers call 
it, was the most prominent element. 


—The swimming pool... Really appropriate and ironic name, I like it. We might 
baptize it like this. What do you think, Mr. Ezra? 


—It looks like a great idea to me, Sir. 
—And what about the rest? 


—In spite of still being under construction, you can already perceive its 
greatness. I would like to indicate that the works are being executed according to 
the schedule. I suggested to the colonel to reinforce the squad in order to improve 
the process. Like you, I am concern about the strict fulfillment of deadlines, Sir. 


—Your efficiency is amazing, Mr. Ezra. 
—Thank you. 
—Do you think I could visit the facilities? 


—I rely on it, but let me do some inquiries before. I do not want any failure. 
For the rest, I will take care of organizing your visit personally. 


—So I leave it in your hands. 
—Please, do not worry. 


Crush lighted again his Havana cigar, which extinguished while he was 
chatting. A flame proceeding from a shining white gold Dupont neatly fulfilled its 
assignment. Ezra, in confidence ostentation, extracted another Egyptian of his 
cigarette case and the president promptly offered him fire. 


—Thank so much —Ezra said. 


—Do you know what? —Crush started the conversation again— I admire your 
loyalty, Mr. Ezra. We know each other for more than fifteen years and you have 
ever neglected absolutely nothing. It is simply laudable. 


—I just comply with my work on the best possible way. 


—For me it manifests that your attentions go beyond the strictly and merely 
labor. We could almost speak about priesthood. 


—I take things very seriously, Mister President. 


—lIt is difficult to meet people like you, I can assure you that. In fact, I consider 
you a friend. 


—I do not know what to say... I feel very pleased. 


—Nevertheless there are too many things I do not know about you. —Ezra 
slightly waved in his armchair— For example, I do not know if you like reading, 


though I supposed you do. 
—lIt is one of my big interests. 


—Which is your favorite book? 


Ezra hesitated for an instant. He did not want to give an erroneous reply to 
such insignificant as determinant question, actually. After all, after fifteen years 
knowing each other, the first personal question that a president makes is not about 
favorite books. 

—The Old Testament —he finally answered. 

—tThe Old Testament... It is an interesting book, right? -without smiling, the 
president outlined a gesture that denoted satisfaction for the response of his right— 
hand man. 

—It is. 

—Mr. Ezra, did you know I come from a Jewish family? 

—I did not have knowledge of this biographical aspect, Sir. 

—If I am not wrong, you also are, right? —Crush asked. 

—You are right. 

—Indeed, I cannot say that I am. My parents were not and my grandparents 
either, but, in some sense, Jewish blood runs through my veins. I would not be able 
to say what branch of my genealogical tree split. -he insinuated a knowing smile. 
There was something in his tone of voice that Ezra did not trust. He felt like the 
president was testing him. 

—Maybe a paternal branch, if I may observe. 

—I would not be surprised —Crush answered enjoying the situation—. I was told 
that some of my male antecessors were not very into fulfilling any rule... Anyway, I 
am not trying to hold you up with theological conversations. Would you like to go 
for a walk in the yard? It is a beautiful day. 

—It will be my pleasure. 

Despite of the extreme courtesy of Ezra, he did not look like presumptuous nor 
artificial, but strangely exquisite. As if he completely internalized the protocol in a 
completely natural way. 

As the president mentioned, in the garden of the South Portico, the temperature 
was very pleasant. 

—Mr. Ezra, you perfectly know the seriousness of the dangerous situation we 
are facing. 

Ezra agreed with his head. Crush adopted the ridiculous way of walking with 
the hands grabbed behind the back, by the hip. His right—hand man, on the 
contrary, had one hand in his left pocket, and his thumb was out pointing his 
genitals, and an Egyptian cigarette in his right hand. The president continued: 


—TI am worried there could come up some unexpected event, some mistake that 
puts an end to our operation. —He did a brief pause before continuing—. I am going 
to speak to you frankly, and I beg for maximum discretion. I am worried about The 
Chinese. I do not know what they are up to. 


—Do you think they will finally leap on the attack? 


—Relations are tense and, lamentably, I cannot eliminate this option. We are in 
a controversial point. Critical, in my opinion. 


—Critical? 
—To speak out plainly —he said—, for me, war is already a fact. 


Ezra did not answer. The statement of Crush did not leave much room to 
interpretation. The consequences of the Chinese offensive might be devastating. He 
knew the Asian Giant was making strong nuclear tests for a long time and it was 
really possible that they had a further purpose than the merely dissuasive one. One 
of the more recent examples, that acclaimed that thesis, was the virulence of the 
government of North Korea. As a good American, president Crush moved by 
pragmatic maxims, one of them was -and always had been— that attack is the best 
form of defense. So a few preventive measures were already running and more 
offensive ones would run soon, almost surely -and always just in case of being 
necessary, according to the words of the President—. 


Fortunately, Crush was not ready to begin the war. At least that was what he 
was showing to his loyal speaker. To tell the truth, Ezra was an accidental speaker, 
habitual inspector, messenger of important, even vital, matters, and discreet and 
silent counselor. He was carrying out a very particular labor of Coaching, while he 
not only instructed the president without speaking, but also he carried out small 
orders. His style was not especially motivational. He was rather a special 
companion, a «guardian angel», a friendly shade. At some level, some persons need 
to use some personal support, but without having to be so personal as the wife, the 
children, the family, some close friends and some outsiders or aspirants to be. In 
other words, individuals not judging or waiting for more than the established. Ezra 
was fulfilling this type of function and was doing it to a T. When the president was 
too stressed, his loyal companion comforted him making him see that everything 
was under control, since he was dealing, or has already dealt, with it. From a 
different angle, his mission was being the second body of the president, but always 
at the service of the first. An alter ego that, no matter what, was remembering him 
that everything was fine. 


—wWho was in charge to deal with the diplomatic conversations, Sir? 
—Nehemiah. 


Ezra knew the diplomatic and persuasive capacities of his colleague and he did 
not insist. 


—Everything must be ready by December twenty fifth. 


—lIt will be, Mister President. 

—I fully trust in your management. 

—Thank you again. I will not let you down. 

—Mr. Ezra -the inflection of his voice denoted Crush was going to change the 
topic again—, have you wished something so hard that it came true? 

—TI am afraid I do not understand your question. 

—Do you believe thoughts and dreams can turn into objects and facts? 

—I would not know what to answer you, but, in some way, everything begins 
with a thought, don’t you think? 

—Completely, Mr. Ezra, completely. I always knew I was going to end up being 
the president of the United States. In my university student years I saw myself being 
it. I recreate up to the minimal detail: how I would dress, how I would sit down, 
what tone my words would have in every speech and I prepared myself 
conscientiously. Let’s say I pretended that I already was and behaved as such... I 
wanted to change the world. And still wish to do it. The difference now resides in 
being able to do it. I will make this world a better place to live. —The president 
briefly paused— what did you want to be when you were a child? 

The personal nature of the question slightly displeased Ezra, a man not really 
given to remember information of his past and even less used to surrender to 
fantasies or dreams. 

—I guess that just the same as all —he answered—: Astronaut, doctor, what do 
I know...? 


—And how came that you ended up dedicating yourself to politics? 


—A Jewish family living in Arkansas has more urgent needs than turning his 
son into cosmic traveler, Sir. -He tried to put some funny tone in his response, 
though that situation was disturbing him. 


—I imagine —he agreed—. Though, in some way, this «profession» make us all 
«lunatics», don’t you think? —He threw a funny look and half a smile accordingly. 


Ezra did not understand the rhetorical swings of Crush. He changed from a 
question to another without any kind of evident order or concrete purpose: from 
something important to something trivial and from here again to the serious stuff; 
from the political thing to the personal thing to return to the previous point. 
President Crush did not have the practice to beat around the bush, so his behavior 
was really surprising Ezra. Suddenly, he begun to be interested for the individual he 
had at his side. Not as adviser but as human being. Additionally, he was drawing a 
line between his childhood desires, his fulfilled dreams and a responsibility 
condition that came with the fulfillment of his longings. That behavior could be 
detected in a worry code. He was showing the existing tension between his 
obligations as president and his human and personal dimension, not completely 
compatible or reassuring. 


—Mr. Ezra -continued the president—, after this, the world will never be the 
same. 


—I understand. 

—I am glad then. By the way, which of the books of the Old Testament is your 
favorite? 

—tThe Ecclesiastes —he decisively answered without hesitation. 

—A magnificent book, no doubt. A magnificent book. It is strange but fabulous 
at the same time. 

Both men walked silently, surely, as good old Wittgenstein, thinking each one 
about logic and about his own sins. This, probability, came to be, meeting the 
character of the Austrian philosopher but not his theory, one and the same thing. 
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Two days after Klaus visited the city, the Zimmermanns arranged their return to 
civilization. The father wanted to keep the promise he made to Brandeis about 
inviting them to have one of the sausages of Hackett. The children were full of life, 
though both adults were not sharing that enthusiasm. Dagna had her hand on the 
hand of her husband, in a gesture of support and complicity. His face showed a hard 
and tense aspect, but relieved by the fact of counting with the comprehension of his 
family. The old Volks was crossing the forests dyed of a very dark green with no 
hurry. 

Before having an exceptional Bratwurst, Klaus announced he had to go to a 
cyber to look for a few things. The boys did not argue. The mother suggested they 
could go to get some clothes for the boys and, maybe, for her. 


Once they had a plan, Klaus went to a place in the center, far from the previous 
one. There were loads of shops around and the rest of team would be distracted for 
a long while. As usual for him, he found parking right up. The lads jumped of the 
van over the lateral door, as if it was the first time they saw a building, which was 
not like that at all. Klaus and Dagna agreed to come back there in an hour. Klaus 
would finish very much earlier, but this way they would have more time to choose 
their outfit. After kissing each other, every progenitor ran in a different direction. 

In the door of the cybercafé, Klaus took a deep breath and exhaled a heavy 
breeze. He did not like that situation at all. He paid half an hour of connection and 
sat in the farther computer from the manager, something quite useless, since it is 
well known all terminals of cybercafés are connected to the main one. But Klaus 
tried to sit, at least, far from the eyes of the tiny lad who managed that place and 
who, with little luck, would have better things to do than sniffing around foreign 
matters. 

As he thought, in his inbox there was only a message, coming from the 
alternative address of Burt Kutcher. 


Dear K. 

It might be better if you considered the possibility of coming here. It has 
been long time since last time we met and, in this time of the year, it is 
worth tasting one of these fish you speak about. I am waiting for your reply. 


«Things seems badly», Klaus thought. Right after he wrote the address of the 
blog and verified there was a new entry: 
The reply of Ali Baba must be: «Open Sesame». And the door will open. 


The biologist remained in front of the screen, immobile, looking at it without 


seeing a thing. Thinking. That entry on the blog confirmed his suppositions and 
gloomy predictions: This matter had got very nasty. There was no reverse. That 
moment, avoided for a long time, had come. He laid back and, ignoring he was in a 
public place, looked at the ceiling, as if he were waiting for a response to come from 
the sky. He half—closed his eyes and sighed before completely closing them. He 
recovered his position and looked at the screen again. Instead of a discreet 
anonymous person, the one who signed that entry did it as A.E. 

Klaus went out of the place without saying goodbye to the cashier and he 
looked on both sides of the street as if he were looking for something, when the 
truth is there was nothing to look for. Right in the street, he put his arms on his hips 
and sighed again while he was lowering his head as a sign of desperation. 


Two days earlier, the children were having an obligatory but unwanted bath 
while Dagna and Klaus were chatting in the kitchen. The wife of the scientist 
rubbed salt into the wound and he had no way out. Their marital relation was not 
based on deception, but the opposite, though he felt obliged to conceal part of his 
activities fearing they would worry too much. Nevertheless, now he reached the 
conclusion that the problem would be to continue hiding information and, after an 
instant of hesitation, he leapt into his particular confession. 

—Do you remember my last trip to the United States? 

—Of course I do. 

—As you know, I met Burt there, with whom I have kept a regular contact since 
then. —Klaus stopped—. Would you like a beer? —he asked his wife. 

—I prefer some wine. 

—Good. I’ll also have wine. 

Zimmermann got up, took two glasses and the bottle and returned to his seat. 
Dagna knew that walk was a pretext to clarify the ideas and measure the words. 

—As I was saying, I met Burt Kutcher there. But not only him. I guess that you 
wonder who those persons who occasionally drop by are. 

—In truth, yes. I always felt the need to know it. —Dagna smiled, trying to 
relax the atmosphere. 

—In Wisconsin, I initiated a relation with several students... Students, teachers 
and other personalities. They showed a big interest in my work, they subscribed 
most of my theories. I was satisfied to see that a strong and very active 
environmental group had developed there. —He had a rhetorical sip of wine—. One 
night they invited me to have dinner and later they insisted in taking me to a dive 
for a beer. They spent most of the night making me questions related to my 
investigations, but, just as alcohol was having a significant impact on us, or at least 
on me, the conversation adopted a higher tone... How should I say it? Conspiranoic, 
though the term sounds ridiculous to me. Well —Klaus cleared his throat—, not 


completely, but they started testing my points of view on certain activities, 
particular practices that might be carried out and so on. 

—What activities? Who would carry out these «practices» and what were they 
about? 

—At that time they didn’t say anything else to me. They were only interested in 
my opinion regarding simple hypotheses. «What would happen if...?» and questions 
like this. They spoke about storing big water reserves underground and how water 
would be the gold of the future, about certain environmental dangers, about climate 
change and how it would affect survival in the Earth... General principles of 
biology. 

—What an idea of fun... 

—In any case, I suppose they felt that my proposal coincided with theirs. The 
next day, Burt invited me to go for a walk and commented that him and his 
colleagues suspected, duly founded, that The Government of the United States was 
carrying out some kind of extraordinary storage of water in some place of Nebraska. 
According to them, they were doing collection with suspicious purposes. Sooner or 
later, water would be more valuable than petroleum or any other element present 
on earth and they would control the largest possible quantities, consolidating, once 
again, its power over the rest of the countries. 


—Which is something we are already quite used to, isn’t it true? —Dagna said. 


—wWell, yes, but these people didn’t agree. He told me about an American 
anarchistic bastion and also about an ecologist resistance. That didn’t shock me, as 
the previous night I showed great interest for his observations, which make space 
for him to mention there were several infiltrators into the Hydrological Department. 


Dagna was carefully listening. She drank some wine and continued paying 
attention. She perfectly knew the anarchistic trend of his husband. 


—To sum up —Dagna said—, they proposed you to be part of that resistance. 
—That is. 
—And which were your functions? 


—To investigate. They wanted me to study the viability of a project of such 
characteristics. That is to say, if it would be possible to store that much water in 
healthy conditions, how much and during how much time. 


—And is it possible? 

—the fact is that it is. 

—Fine. And what about these guys from Bunk? 

Klaus finished the first glass of wine and served a bit more for both of them. 


—Two months after my return, I received the first email from Bunk. They 
needed my services as technician. As you can suppose, my response was negative. I 
didn’t want to cooperate with them. They insisted a lot, but I didn’t change my 


position. 
—Did you inform your new little fellows? —Dagna asked with irony. 
Klaus showed his displeasure after such a question by a cutting gesture. 


—Of course I informed «my little fellows». The thing is that one day, two big 
guys supposedly hired by Bunk drop by my office. In spite of their apparent 
friendliness, it was clear they weren’t coming with good manners. More than a 
cordial visit, it supposed a real threat. That was when I decided to leave the 
University and to come here to live. The Americans warned me against the 
espionage tasks that Bunk was carrying out: they taped telephones, email and, 
surely, installed microphones in my office, if not also in our house. 


—Can you tell me why you can never be calm and stop getting into messes? 
—You know me well, Dagna. You know I hate injustice. 


—Me too and it doesn’t make me be under surveillance. I love living here, but I 
don’t like forcing things. I always thought we moved so our children could live in a 
healthier environment, but not for being fugitives. 


—We are not fugitives -Klaus specified. It was obvious that his wife was 
slightly upset 

The children began to make some noise and Dagna interrupted the conversation 
to see what was going on. Klaus joined his hands together and rested his chin while 
he was waiting. The voices of the three were heard to the end. The children were 
playing and a worried woman was trying to put some order. The biologist heard 
how his wife was telling them to put on their pajamas and to prepare themselves for 
dinner. She returned with quick step and told her husband she was going to serve 
dinner soon. She needed some time to assimilate the information about almost 
double life of Klaus. He kept silence and followed her with his eyes while she was 
preparing the utensils with reluctance. 


—Can I help you? —he asked. 
—tThere’s no need. Keep there seated. You are much better nice and still. 


In spite of the delicate situation, Klaus could not avoid concentrating on 
Dagna’s shorts. He felt like a deeply lucky man. Being able to coexist with a woman 
of similar beauty and intelligence was a luxury, the best thing that could have ever 
happened to him. Certainly that she also got angry, which in occasions was fully 
justified, but she was very comprehensive with the not always reasonable decisions 
of her partner. To tell the truth, theirs was a perfect relationship, of an absolute 
unity, a spherical androgynous like the one described by the platonic Aristophanes. 
Distant from styles and trends of the era, their bodies had always been exclusive for 
each other: Klaus had never been with another woman or Dagna with any other 
man and, far from considering it wastage, they turned it into a rather alternative 
and privileged virtue. Joking, the biologist used to say to his half an orange if the 
topic was brought to light by chance: «What for would I want to be with others if I 


am with the best one?» Crushing from a logical point of view. She, way more 
functional, answered him: «you cannot know it since you haven’t tried it». And thus 
they continued hatching their bucolic love story. 

The children entered the kitchen one after the other, after crossing the corridor 
at full speed. Brandeis went directly to catch a plate his mother was carrying and 
Erika sat down in the chair that Dagna occupied to make mocking gestures to her 
father. He went with the flow when, deep down, he was still quite worried. 
Interruptions in the middle of a crucial conversation normally have the effect of 
increasing tension. He contemplated the graceful freckles in the nose of his daughter 
and, right after. He leapt on the table to grab it, which made the little girl burst into 
laughter. 

—Keep still —Dagna intervened—. You’re going to knock something over. 

Dinner carried out without major incidents in his Arcady, now under the threat 
of the agents of Bunk. Once finished, the children moved back to their rooms. 
Sitting face to face, the adults restarted their conversation. 

—wWell, and what else? 

—Today I wrote an email to Burt and another one to a colleague informing 
them about the appearance of these guys in our house. I don’t know what to do. 

—What to do regarding what? 

—I’m not sure if I should visit their facilities. 

—Have you considered that maybe you could avoid and leave this whole 
matter? —Dagna proposed. 

Klaus scratched his cheek and tried to find the suitable words. 

—Not long ago, we heard that Bunk recruited a new guy. The problem is that 
he isn’t someone dedicated to hydrographic matters, but a nuclear physicist. 

—And? 

—Dagna, I’m really sorry about this incident, but I believe something serious is 
going to happen. I cannot understand what a nuclear physicist is doing in this whole 
matter. I’m scared. 

The words of Klaus made his wife lowered her guard. 

—What role do you think he plays in this history? 

—tThat’s what I need to verify -the biologist answered curtly. 

—A nuclear physicist? -Dagna was surprised with some delay. 

—A nuclear physicist... 

From the exterior of the house the usual night sounds were coming: insects, 
small birds, animal murmuring, footsteps on dead leaves, and the indefinite buzz of 
life in the darkness. Only a yellowy light, hot and warm, illuminated the night in 
that part of Dresden. Inside of a wooden house, with had a kitchen of white 
furniture repainted again and again, two innocent people trembled of uncertainty. 


Their peaceful existence could be threatened shortly; theirs and the one of the 
whole planet. There are no barbarians at the gate for a simple reason, they have 
already entered. 


Klaus waited more than twenty minutes close to the van. The others appeared 
with several bags, with a pair of pants, a shirt and a t-shirt for Brandeis and a thin 
jacket, a pair of pants and another t-shirt for Erika and just a pair of jeans for 
Dagna. 

—Only a pair of jeans? —Klaus whispered to his wife. 

She faked a gesture of «you got me». She introduced her hand in the bag and 
took out a fabulous black polo neck. 


—We have to prepare for winter -Dagna unnecessarily justified herself. 

Klaus loved the rapid movement of head she did, with her eyes closed and her 
chin slightly up. 

—wWell, boys. Time to visit Uncle Hackett! -the father said. 


Dagna asked the kids to go a bit forward when they arrive to sausages place. 
She wanted to know what answers Klaus received. 


—How did it go? -she asked in a low voice. 
—I’m afraid I'll have to go on a trip to the United States again. 


The beautiful Teuton took the hand of her husband and said to him that, 
whatever happened, she would support him, as she had always done. Klaus forced 
himself to contain a tear. They saw how the children were asking old Hackett for 
the desired sausages. For the first time, the biologist regretted his decision, the 
immovable defense of his principles, the ability he had to enlist in personal and 
suicidal crusades. He contemplated his children with tenderness and thought if 
maybe the world was not a perfect place already: by pressing the switch there was 
light, by opening the faucet water fell and it was even warm! Even the phone and 
the Internet existed. What else did we expect? Was going back to the forest the 
solution? Was progress so terrible? The advance of medicine was not, the measures 
of social justice either. Why could not he be like his wife? She also got involved 
with the most disadvantaged, she also believed in the importance of the 
environment, but she did not allow her beliefs destroy everything, including her 
own family life. 


At the bottom, he thought while moving forward to the sausages stand, his 
attitude had some messianic narcissism, a veiled and rationalized elitism: We (I) 
will save the world. The only problem was that he was already inside. For better or 
worse, he was aware of the situation which made him a responsible being. Moving 
back now would get him nowhere, clearing off. His guilty conscience would not 
allow him to continue forward, especially if something terrible finally happened. 
Sometimes, idealism can be lethal. 


Dagna put an arm over the shoulder of Klaus and they arrived together where 
their children were. The biologist promised himself that, after this, he would leave 
his unconditional fight and would live through his principles in a more moderate 
way, without making an attempt on his own life and the one of his loved ones. This 
was also an act of maturity and responsibility. He would come back to the 
University, if his family agreed. He would help Dagna to join a college in Berlin and 
would canalize his efforts inside the own system. It was enough of being an 
outsider. Ulises had returned to Ithaca and would not leave his Penelope for 
anything in the world, Telemachus and little Erika. The song of the sirens had 
stopped. 


He greeted good old Hackett and asked for a couple of sausages with their 
corresponding Wei/sbeer. The others were sat in a bank joined to a long wooden 
table. Dagna smiled at him. Her look was full of love and complicity. He imagined 
her with her new sweater, as when they met and had nothing and were living in an 
apartment without bed or sofa, sleeping on a blanket in the floor, and he felt 
hopeless for not being able to be on the side and for putting her in danger. He told 
himself he would finish with the bastards of Bunk and would restart again his life 
where he left it, that is, on its sweetest moment. Agreeing with Leibniz, he came to 
the conclusion that this was the best of all possible worlds. 
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I am stubborn. There is no other way to explain how I reacted to the computer 
matter. I have already said it several times, but I never get tired of doing it. 

—tThere is a detail I’m missing. Maribel said you found her. How did you know 
her? 

—I’ve already told you I followed your steps very closely —Enrique answered 
—.I felt guilty of my mistake and didn’t want any innocent paying for it. 


—Really considered. It’s a touching history, Mr. Junco. -I emphasized the 
surname, because it sounded extremely ridiculous to me. 


—Unfortunately for you, your phone is too easy to «kidnap». And I’m afraid 
Miss Salgado contacted you in more than one occasion, not to speak about messages 
like «Who is Niels Oppenheimer and what is he doing in the sports section?». 


I cussed the hour I wasted a few hundreds of bucks in an «easy to kidnap» 
iPhone. 


—At this point -I continued—, and not finding a more appropriate way of 
recognizing your valor and hard disposition to correct your mistakes, I must ask 
you, Mr. Junco, to tell me exactly who are you, who sent the original message and 
what the hell is going on. Otherwise, I will be forced to use brute force. 


Normally, I do not support using physical superiority, but that guy begun to 
derange me for the second time. 


—You are very persuasive, Mr. Poiccard. But don’t forget that I warned you. 


It was then when I observed his horrible shoes below the table. I felt ashamed 
for threatening him. After all, he was just a lad doing what he could. He went 
through several miles to protect me, according to him. He was even wearing his 
Sunday clothes to cause good impression. It was evident that his usual outfit was a 
greasy T-shirt with infantile motif (a superhero, an association of role-playing 
online games players, a drawing of Mighty Mouse or The Munsters, the cartel of 
some bloody terror B movie or something alike) and shorts -even in winter— that 
let people see part of the adipose and fluted tissue that bordered his waist. It was 
also clear he masturbated several times a day, concretely whenever his mother was 
leaving the apartment to buy pizzas for her big child. I was moved, though I did not 
consider appropriate to lovingly hug him. 

Junco confessed he formed part of an international ecologist organization with 
headquarters in the United States. He contacted them on the Internet and, during 
his vacations, he met some members personally. Facing the question of Maribel 
about the way they communicated without raising suspicions, he answered they 
substituted the traditional system of classified announcements in newspapers by 


blogs, always, but of course, using coded messages. Necessity that appeared later, 
since, originally, these exchanges were neutral and inoffensive. As can be expected, 
he was not a journalist but an IT guy. He could have spared the information. While 
he was exposing his rebellious biography, I could not stop thinking about what 
could have led him to being interested in ecology. Maybe he was moved by a desire 
of saving his hypertrophied cactus from so many radiations proceeding from his 
computer. Probably because he thought his social life was closer to plant kingdom 
than to human, or animal, strictly speaking. In any case, it did not seem polite to 
ask him. 

—lIs it simple to join a secret society? —I interrupted him. 

—lIt is not a secret society. It is an ecological association, I already said. 

Enrique Junco continued his exhibition after the comment, mainly forced by 
my irrelevancy. The thing, he commented, was quite light: to expose everyone’s 
opinions and fears about the environment, to let out some diatribe against the 
American government, etc. Well, the typical story. Until one of the leaders had the 
happy idea of infiltrating into the Hydrological Department. 

—You want to say «to work for them», right? 

Maribel discreetly kicked me below the table as invitation to silence. 

—Indeed. His Engineering degree and his doctorate in Edaphology made 
possible for him to be contracted so he thought it was a public organism, more or 
less transparent. 

—But it was actually Bunk who contracted him, wasn’t it? —Maribel 
intervened, and I was glad she did. 

—Exactly. 

Junco described Bunk as a company dedicated to soil and water researches, 
some kind of Dummy Corporation of the Hydrological Department. The idea of the 
spy was to bring their immoral activities to light, for instance, the storage and 
conservation of big quantities of water, that would be sold at golden price when it 
began to be scarce, which would mean «more expensive than gold». I saw another 
monumental rigmarole about 2012 and other esoteric topics coming out. Thankfully 
for me, it did not happen. The thing, he continued, began to get nasty when the 
infiltrator learnt that Bunk needed the services of a nuclear physicist. Till then, 
everyone thought their activities were mainly related to water, but the presence of 
the physicist rocked all theories. 

—Let me guess: his name was Oppenheimer. 

—Niels Oppenheimer. Probably the best nuclear physicist we have at present. 

—Niels Oppenheimer is in... Niels Oppenheimer is inside. He joined. 

—I see you already know what I mean. 

—Crap. —Maribel gave me a murderous look— Fine, fine, I'll keep quiet. 
Though there is a last observation before you continue: why are you telling us all 


this? We might be untrustworthy people... 

Junco smiled considering superior. 

—Mr. Poiccard, you have no reason to rely on me and you are doing it. I repeat 
that I feel responsible for involving you in this matter. I traced your email accounts, 
your phone calls and I know you can be trusted. -That flattered me. 

—And she? -I inquired smiling while I put my eyes on her. Junco gave a shy 
look to who, probably, was the most impressive real woman he was close to in his 
entire life. 

—She too. 

—How do you do it? -I asked in a funny tone—. I’m talking about poking your 
noses into other people’s computers and phones. 

—wWe use phishing and other identity fraud procedures. 

—Phishing? That sounds so bad... It was just a hint. Please, continue. 

The rest of the story, he imagined, was partially known by us. 

—It seems clear that A.E. is the infiltrator, since he sent that email from Bunk’s 
account —Maribel pointed out. 

—A.E. it’s a code name, some kind of acronym of Anti-Ecologist. 

—What a nice guy this A.E. -I said. 

He was a nice guy who got into a big mess. To be so intelligent he neglected 
many details. The first mistake was sending such a compromising email from an 
account of Bunk. And that was the way I let Junco know. 

—Do you know how complicated is to change your identity and email account 
several times per day? 

—Are you saying that was another mistake? After all, the email was sent from a 
different interface and not the conventional one... 

—Of course. But the truth is we don’t know what happened after that —Mr. 
Tacky Shoes seriously affirmed—. A. E. has disappeared. 

He spoke about a blog, without saying the name, which A.E. used to 
communicate with the rest of the buddies. The last entry signed as A.E. was sent 
before the email of discord, from a computer with unidentifiable IP. After that, pluf, 
the ecosystem swallowed him. 

For a guy like me, used to see the bright side of life, who occasionally 
purchased on the Internet without fearing that someone would steal my card 
number, and that, as a general norm, relied on my fellows, that story about 
phishing, IP and spies disappearing without any physical or virtual track, was too 
much for me. In addition, speaking with a hacker with some overweight, an 
ecologist freak that «taped» my new generation cell, sounded familiar to me. Where 
did I read something similar? It did not matter. 


—Perfect. How does the story end? -I tried to conclude. 


—lI hope the story ends here for you, on the fringes of its real ending -Junco 
resolved. 

—lIt’s been very nice of you coming to warm us, Mr. Junco. —Maribel showed 
her more diplomatic face and, though it was not necessary, also maternal. 

—Mr. Junco, though I’m sorry about your cybernetic colleague, you convinced 
me. This is none of our business. I throw in the towel. 

—Your decision makes me happy. It’s the wiser thing I’ve heard from you since 
I came —He showed a stupid smile. I raised my eyebrows after his sudden liberty—. 
Do not get into a mess, be conscious that, at least during some time, you will 
continue being under surveillance and believe that you will end up understanding 
you have been victims of someone else’s mistake. 

—You should also take care -I recommended him substituting the hug I would 
have given him earlier—. Nobody knows if they also followed you... 

—I also take precautions, Mr. Poiccard. 

—No kidding? Interesting. -Maribel gave me another one of her murderous 
looks. I cannot help it, the false George Kaplan to whom Cary Grant gave life in 
North by Northwest has always been one of my masculine models. 

I did not even bother asking what precautions he was referring to. It seemed 
that the whole damn story had, finally, ended for us and that was what really 
counted for me. Now I could devote to properly seduce Maribel. I would even ask 
her to marry me if it were necessary. I would take her to Lisbon, to Sintra, to Oporto 
and we would have duas ou trés criancas>. We would have coffee in the Café A 
Brasileira and would ask a nice and polite Portuguese to take a photo of us close to 
the statue of Pessoa. The email, my confiscated computer and the rest of events 
made me think about the loneliness and the abandonment I had, about the fragility 
of my existence and how pleasant was having a Campari without the sensation of 
being spied. It was a fair deal: the chubby IT guy would return to his fight for the 
planet salvation and we would recover our lives. It was not bad at all. 

I felt some kind of relief when the three of us stood up. As a kind of gratitude, I 
paid all the drinks -something understandable on the other hand, since mine were 
more and more expensive ones— and I thanked Enrique for his visit. It was the least 
I could do. I will not deny I was also glad to not having to see him ever again, so it 
would mean «problems looming on the horizon». Junco advised we should say 
goodbye inside the cafeteria, for safety reasons. 

—Good, I’m afraid this is a real goodbye. I hope we don’t have to meet again, 
no offence. It would mean that things are back to normal and that everything is OK. 


—And what if things get nasty? -I asked—. Is there some way to contact you? 


He looked at me with face of «lad, didn’t you understand a thing?» and he 
slightly bended his head to one side. 


—If things get nasty, as you say, I will find you. 


We shook hands and, after wishing him a good trip, I suggested him to behave. 
While he was walking out the door I wondered if the precautions he had taken were 
putting on a latex mask and belly, which would explain the strange of his 
complexion. Lately real miracles are created with this mentioned material that, 
curiously, is always present when someone speaks of «taking precautions», 
regardless of the meaning: sex, electricity, toxic products, etc. It always works. That 
way our cautious friend went out of our lives, or at least of our vision. I looked to 
Maribel and asked her if she was OK. She said yes which encouraged me to invite 
her for dinner that night. 

—Don’t you prefer lunch? —Was her answer— Desert is on me -she added while 
she was showing a tray from La maison des deélices. 


—I see you don’t sugarcoat it. 


My fridge was as empty as the sexual agenda of Enrique Junco, but I did not 
want to make the discourtesy of taking her to a restaurant carrying delicate pastries. 


—Great, though we have to go to the supermarket first. 
—Do you also go to the supermarket? 


—wWell yes. It’s something I need to do when my service has the day off -I 
ironically answered—. The poor guys also need a rest... 


—And are you taking me there? Well, well, it seems this is a real relationship 
already. -Now she was the one making fun of me. 


—I wouldn’t say so -I answered trying not to take the bait I was crazy about. 


We went out to the street. There was no track of the affable Junco. Maybe the 
cyberspace swallowed it. We chose the car of Maribel to do our excursion to the 
supermarket. I opened her door as good gentleman and later I sat on the passenger 
seat. I did not know if a visit to the supermarket was the best way to confront an 
unresolved sexual tension, but I did not have many more options. 

—Do you fancy some chicken breast? -I asked with intention of sounding 
vulgar. 

—As long as they are accompanied by one of these expensive wines you usually 
have, I don’t see a problem. -It was a devastating response. Miss Salgado was not a 
simple rival. 

Well thought, I cannot explain why I continued prolonging a dialectical love 
fight with her. After all, she had almost confessed she wanted to sleep with me. The 
stage of looking like a guy which was not scared of a beautiful woman should have 
been overcome long ago and, nevertheless, there I was, persevering in the mistake. 
The possible consequences were evident: she could lose her interest and I could look 
just like a cynic or something similar. I have never known to stop on time. It is 
extremely difficult for me to establish limits and, it is visible, that is an attitude that 
brings me many problems. 


We were less than five minutes in the car when I asked her about the power of 


the engine and if it was fast. I have no idea, she answered, what for? Pure curiosity. 
It was then when I took the tray of pastries I opened it and offered her one. 


—Are you stupid or what? What are you doing now? What are you playing at? 

—Considering that since we left the parking two gorillas in a Volvo are 
following us. I though it was reasonable to ask you about the speed limit of your car 
and to offer you a pie. It’s a bit late and can be long till we eat. And maybe it’s 
necessary to step on the gas. —Saying this, I gave a bite to an exquisite butter cookie 
with caramelized pistachios. 

Maribel looked for the rearview mirror to make sure. Exactly, they were there, 
with bodyguard look. 

—We have nothing to hide -she added. 

—A guy that I know has just come from the City after looking for some 
potentially compromising information and a really pretty girl was seen with a 
member of a hyperactive environmental organization pretty obsessed with the 
activities of Bunk. What do you think? 

—I think if they wanted to arrest us, they would have done it in the Ledn Rojo. 
So I am not running away. We are not fugitives. 

—Agree. -I left the tray in the back seat—. And excuse me for the pastries 
thing. By the way, they are delicious. 

Maribel, without taking her eyes away from the road, make a disapproval face 
to me. Using the mirror of my parasol, I confirmed the gorillas were not the same 
ones that confiscated my computer —but they could have been, judging by their size 
—. I indicated Maribel the way to the supermarket. Though she was trying to hide 
it, the situation made her a bit nervous. I had to find a way to relax her or 
ultimately she would assume she was betting on the losing horse. 

We stopped the car in the supermarket parking and, as I expected, our followers 
also did. 

After getting off the car, I lighted a cigarette and went to their car. I knocked on 
the driver window with my knuckles and he lowered the window. 

—Excuse me, I have seen you were following us and I was wondering if you 
would mind watching our car, if you are so kind. There will only be a few minutes. 
We have to do the shopping. Do you need something from the supermarket? 

Both guys looked surprised to each other. 

—No, we are OK. -the copilot answered. 

—Marvelous. See you, then. 

I was ready to go when other men stopped me. 


—Excuse me. We would like to ask you a few questions. -Typical expression of 
a policeman in a movie. 


The two men went out of the car and I saw their stature. I consider myself to be 
a tall man, but those two were enormous. I threw my half-smoked cigarette to the 
ground and squashed it with my shoe. 

—You'll tell me. 

—What were you doing with that gentleman in the cafeteria? 


—If it is not an inconvenience, would you be so nice of identifying yourselves? 
Pure formality. -I smiled. 

One of them opened the jacket and showed an Interpol badge. He used the 
occasion to show the butt of his SIG Sauer P220 in passing. He probably thought it 
was not bad at all for it to have a bit of sunshine, though it was from inside its 
holster. 


—Look, it’s a delicate matter. My colleague -I said pointing with my head at 
Maribel who was situated in front of her car— was feeling a bit lonely and decided 
to look for company in a chat, something very usual nowadays, you already know. 
The case is the guy lied with the photos and, when he appeared, it turned out not to 
be very attractive. She called me to get rid of him. Friends are here for that. -I 
smiled again. 

—I see -One of the agents said tersely—. We know you have been in Madrid 
this morning, in a cybercafé and you searched for information about Bunk. Is it 
true? 

—I see you are very well informed. As you might also know, a few days ago, 
your colleagues came to visit me where I work and took my computer considering 
that irregular operations were carried out using it. I felt the curiosity to know about 
what it was about. 


—And why didn’t you do it from your office? 

—You’ll understand that it didn’t seem convenient to me. For sure you are quite 
used to see huge guys taking computer from some people, or even doing it 
yourselves, but for me it was something, let’s say, new. 

—lIt is also a coincidence that the guy of the «blind date» works for the same 
news agency your newspaper work with, don’t you think? 

—I didn’t know that. -I cannot believe what kind of precautions took the 
illustrious mind of Enrique Junco, I thought. 

—He made a long trip to meet your friend. Maybe she should have given him 
an opportunity -the other agent commented with open causticity. 

—No one understands women... 

—Mr. Poiccard, we are afraid we need to ask both of you more questions. This 
time in somewhere more intimate. 

—An interrogation? -They did not answer— I’ve always been curious to know 
where the interrogations of the Interpol are performed. -I was trying to maintain 


my composure with difficulty. 

—A perfect occasion to discover it -The most ingenious agent added—. Call the 
lady —he ordered being blunt. I turned where Maribel was and did signs indicating 
her to come. She came closer with a tense face, though without losing the self- 
confidence that characterized her. 


—TI’d like to introduce you to my two friends from the Interpol. They want to 
ask us a few questions. -I knew I was fucked. After that, Maribel would ask me to 
get lost without a doubt whatsoever but with all the more reason. Fifth answer to 
the question of why I did not marry: because I have very bad luck and tend to 
behave as a damned reckless man. 


The agents «invited» us to get into the car and we did not resist. We put our 
seatbelts on, even if I doubted it were necessary inside a police car. Maribel was 
looking down, with her arms crossed, clenched teeth and lips as clear sample of 
frayed nerves. For a moment, I was afraid of her giving me a punch in the face or 
shoulder, but it did not happen. 


—Are you going to say the part of the lawyer and all that? -When I am 
nervous, I ask silly questions. 


—You are not arrested —the driver specified—. At least not yet. 


After several minutes on the way I recognized the way. I knew they were 
approaching the National Police station. 


—I didn’t know your dependences were the same as the National Police ones -I 
observed in a clear display of stupidity. 


—Our colleagues rent us theirs rooms per hours -the cutting gorilla added. He 
turned to us and smiled for the first time. A perfect smile, though artificial, almost 
ironic, if we understand as «irony» the fact of making people understood the 
opposite of what is said or shown. I supposed it was the only kind of smile a 
psychopath would be able to show, without saying, nevertheless, that the agent was 
one of them. 


—I like you -I added—. When all this finishes, I’d love to invite you to have a 
Campari. 

—I do not drink, Mr. Poiccard. Never. -I guessed he was a former drunkard. 
Someone who was not could not be so incisive. 


After that I did not say anything else. I looked at Maribel who was keeping the 
same attitude and position. I could not reproach her. I was not wrong. We were 
arriving where I imagined. Two more streets and we would be in an aquarium with 
security cameras, a lamp shamelessly orientated to our faces, a one-way mirror — 
being our way the mirror—, a few uncomfortable chairs, a functional table and, 
with luck, an ashtray. It was at that time when something unexpected happened. 
Suddenly, a small car went out of one of the lateral streets and brutally collided 
with the front of the vehicle we were travelling in. I remember the impact was 


brutal. I cannot say if I hit my head with the front seat, but, somehow, I was hurt. 
Both agents, on the contrary, seemed to be more stunned. I could not say for how 
long it was, only that I heard a distant voice, as if it were coming from inside my 
head. I moved my head without a clear aim and there I saw him: Enrique Junco was 
calling us from the car that had crashed into ours. It had the front ruined and went 
in reverse to leave straight away. Maribel was intact, without signs of commotion. I 
make a gesture with both hands, like asking her «And now, what do we do?», she 
answered unbuckling her belt and leaving the car at full speed. I also did. We ran to 
the car of Junco who went out of there at great speed once we were in. Some 
persons began to arrive. The last vision I preserve in my mind is that both hulks 
went out of the car awkwardly. One pulled a weapon out and the other had to rest 
on the roof of the car not to collapse. We had screwed up. 


Enrique Junco had his clothes and face stained with blood. I imagined it was 
because of the injuries suffered during the assault to the police car, but it would not 
be late till I knew the real reasons. In spite of being ramshackle, the vehicle of 
Junco managed to move with relative normality. 


—lIt didn’t take a long time for us to get into trouble, eh? -I tried to defuse the 
matter. 


—What happened here? What is all that? —Maribel asked, divided between 
disorientation and incredulity. 


Just after leaving the cafeteria, he told us, two similar guys stopped him to take 
a statement. Another typical police expression, though I deeply doubt cops proceed 
in such a polite way in real life. Normally —-and only normally— they are normally 
incompetent characters hardly punished in their infancy and adolescence and 
marginalized by their classmates at the schoolyard, who see their profession as a 
way to revenge and demonstrate they were very valuable and nobody would have 
the courage to tease them now. The ways, and uses, of justice are inscrutable. The 
case is that Junco immediately knew if he offered to «complete the questionnaire». 
He would not go out of there. He struggled with both titans, who had no qualms 
about battering or hitting him to make him see reason. They hit him heavily and 
without remorse, which made clear they had it in for him. For him and for any 
member of the resistance. With his bloody face due to a hard right in his nose, 
Enrique Junco drew his pepper spray before the agents drew Mr. Walther, also 
known as Mr. 9mm Parabellum, so the prisoner could paid his respects. It was 
obvious they were not working for the Spanish government, since they opt for guns 
from Star, our rescuer added. While their hands went to their own eyes, Junco 
kicked one of them on the scrotum and punched the nose of the one who had 
broken his. He got two plastic handcuffs of the back pocket of his pants —which I 
did not noticed during our conversation in the cafeteria— and tied both of the bears 
to introduce them in his car away from prying eyes. Sometimes luck is in favor of 
the innocent and nobody witnessed the event. 


He stole a car, the oldest he found —according to him—, the easiest to hot-wire 
— according to me—, and he came to rescue us moved by a solid feeling of 
responsibility. He knew they would be waiting for us too and that, if they stopped 
us, we would have problems to escape. 


—Did you seriously reduce both agents? -I asked him impressed. 


—TI told you I take precautions. In addition, given the circumstances I believe 
you can call me by my name. 


—Ah, it’s a great relief. From now, I stop being Mr. and begin to be called just 
Leén. -I touched my face while I was speaking. 


Without thinking it, I took the hand of Maribel and promised her we would be 
OK, that we would go out of this. She did not cry, did not berate me, she only 
agreed silently with her head. 


—Talking about measures -I specified—, I’m afraid you underestimated them. 
How did these guys know you were here? 

—It seems there is a spy among us. He informed them. 

—He? 

—wWell... —he justified his suspicion— I guess he is a man. Pure probability. 


There are few women in our group. -I was not surprised by the comment— It would 
be useful to get off the car —Junco proposed. 


I admired the daring, the brave attitude and the sense of duty, not to say of 
honor, of that man whom, undoubtedly, I judged erroneously. The guy had literally 
risked his life to rescue us, which honored him. 


Enrique parked the car, a whole sign of elegance and good taste, and we ran 
away. I was about to exclaim: «Shit, we left the pastries in the car!», but it did not 
look like the best thing to do under the circumstances. I remembered the delicacy of 
cranberry we lost on the way and felt sad. While we were escaping, Junco declared 
he did not know the area and had no idea of where to go. Thinking at full speed is 
not an easy task, I can certify it, but we were lucky that the brain of Maribel was 
working more precisely than mine. Going to any of our houses would be as effective 
as directly entering to jail. She aimed while her legs clearly showed her constant 
training. What about the kitchen of a restaurant, Leén? I was clear what she was 
thinking. El Figén de Lola was not far away and Maribel wisely supposed that 
nobody would be looking for us there. I was not attracted by the idea of abusing the 
trust of an old friend, but I preferred it to being caught by a few gunmen whose car 
we had just destroyed. Good idea, baby, I answered with panting voice. Baby? If it 
was not because the race was more urgent than a settling of scores in that moment, 
Maribel would have given me the slap that she had suppressed during all that time. 

No doubt, the one who struggled more with that much running was Enrique 
Junco. Too many emotions at the same time for a placid role—playing game player 
-though, given what we have seen, I probably was also wrong about this—: to be 


near a great woman made of flesh and bone, to get away from the police with a 
pepper spray, later, to crush the front of their vehicle against other one stolen by 
himself, and, why not, to demonstrate his skills in The Cooper Test in its more 
extreme version. Too much. He panted slowly, as if his heart threatened to suddenly 
stop. And I was sure it would happen if we did not reach the Figon. 

Tommasi was surprised seeing us arrive that way. He recognized Maribel and 
greeted her almost as effusively as he did with me. The fact of seeing me twice with 
the same woman should have seemed to him to be a symptom of something good. 
The player Leon finally reformed... 

—Listen Tommasi, can we go to the kitchen for a second. Some robbers are 
chasing us and... 

—Some robbers? —Obviously he did not swallow my excuse. He looked out 
without conviction and invited us to pass— Lola is in there. 

—Thank you. 

We entered to the real heart of my favorite restaurant. I hugged Lola and 
explained what was happening, that is, I lied on what was really happening. Junco 
kindly asked for a glass of water. 

—For us every day’s soup. —Lola smiled and prepared to get a magnificent 
Jumilla wine, Robert Parker at the margin. 

Tommasi came a bit later and, with wit, told us that, he was pretty sure the 
thieves would have passed by and that it would not be necessary to call the police. I 
did not estimate necessarily to contradict him or to add anything. With certainty he 
knew what was to run in front of someone, presumably of the police itself. 

Junco was with the calculation mode on and was going over and over trying to 
find the way of getting us out of there in the more discreet possible way. He decided 
to call a friend to come and pick us, which would force us to remain in the kitchen 
for a few hours. I was in no position to offer a more interesting alternative and 
Maribel did not object. Unfortunately, he announced, we would have to hide during 
some time and, if possible, the more faraway place from the «crime scene». Do not 
even mention coming back home. 

—And what do we do with money? -I asked—. If we use the cash machine buy 
something with our cards, they will immediately catch us. 

—Diverting some money from one account to another has always been one of 
the specialties of geeks -Enrique calmed us. I read between the lines that «this 
account» would be a ghost account or located in lands as suggestive as the Cayman 
Islands, which was practically the same thing. Of all the problems we had, that was 
the least important, though it was. 

Where could we go? I saw myself at the office of my chief. This time I would 
lose my job, for sure. Sometime I read an oriental story that etched in my mind. In 
general lines, it told the story of a peasant who lost his old horse. The neighbors 


came to show their condolences, to what he answered he did not know if it was 
good or a bad luck. Some days later, the horse came back with other horses. Good 
or bad luck? Who knows?, the old man said again. His son tried to domesticate one 
of the new horses. He had an accident and broke his leg. Again the neighbors visited 
him and regretted about the incident, provoking in the peasant the same reaction, 
who knows! The army, in the middle of an enrollment campaign, visited the home 
of the farmer, but, seeing the son was hurt, they did not recruit him. Good or bad 
luck? It is easy to imagine the answer. 


Why am I saying all this? Imprisoned in the kitchen of Lola and Tommasi, I was 
trying to do an assessment of my life and my future plan. I would lose my job, but 
maybe I could find something better, like, for example, the possibility of doing 
nothing. Richard Ford, recalling the words of Thoreau, pointed out that a writer is a 
man without anything to do that suddenly finds an occupation. With little luck - 
good or bad, attending to the lesson and the moral of the Chinese story— I would 
restart my literary career, that is, I would go from my bed or sofa to my desk. 


I asked Maribel what she thought about leaving to Paris. My brother lived in 
the suburbs and he could find a place for us to hide. Logically, not in his house. We 
would cross the border by train from Barcelona. To my surprise, it looked like a 
marvelous idea to Maribel. She said to have good friends in Paris. Agreed, we were 
leaving to The City of Light, a traditional exile place for artists, dissident politicians 
and some criminals. Enrique Junco promised to take us —directly or indirectly— up 
to Barcelona. He, on his behalf, would hide in some point in Madrid. Lavapiés was 
the excellent recess. 


Despite seeming reiterative, Junco warned us of the dangers of using our cells. 
A call and bang, caught in no time. Well-considered, the situation was near the 
limits of the most insane surrealism: three escapees, two innocents and a half guilty 
one, shut in a kitchen and hoping a stranger took us to a safe place. As the story was 
evolving, everything become madder. And that was without knowing the end yet... 


Something, nevertheless, was terribly disconcerting. The members of the 
environmental resistance were very well organized. Too well, it could be 
considered: identity fraud, mechanisms to transfer money from one account to an 
invisible one leaving no trace of it, satellites ready to go across hundreds of miles to 
rescue anonymous characters, secret places, spies and traitors in its rank, 
international links, etc. From my point of view, it was quite far from being a group 
of bloggers wanting to make noise. The case is that there I was, skeptical and 
impotent, even more due to the disagreeable sensation of having implied Maribel in 
all this matter. I considered the possibility of giving up and confessing my part of 
the history, relieving my partner of any responsibility —or guilt, in juridical terms—. 
The big question was would they believe me? Things had gone too far: totaled cars, 
assaulted policemen, escapes... And, facing that situation was someone going to 
believe we were innocent? If I went by the police station it was pretty probable that 


they would apply the full weight of the law, characterized by the frenetic search of 
a patsy in order to calm the public opinion or to offer an impression of efficiency 
and safety inside the Department. If I decided to surrender, I would have 
automatically turned into a member of a dangerous international criminal 
organization more virulent than the Islamic fundamentalism or any punctual enemy 
of the Empire. That is, I would be the hot public enemy and, in addition, I would 
not have anything to say, not because I did not feel like, but due to pure ignorance. 
It was possible that they tortured me, they stained my white shirt, or who knows 
what could happen. To sum up, I considered the Parisian option more feasible. 


Junco had moved back a bit and did not stop speaking on the phone. He was 
rather anxious, as if he was trying to carry out thousand procedures in a second 
and, at the same time, to alert his folks the matter, whatever it was (unknown for 
me anyway), had hastened. Something big had exploded and I did not know for sure 
what it was. Normally, I do not willingly agree to be kept out of the decisions 
concerning my life, but I bit my tongue and cooperated with my own minimization. 
Looking at him you had the impression of the Third World War or something even 
worse had begun, but we were still alive and that gave us a break. 


With supreme insolence, I took some bread and a few ingredients and prepared 
a few sandwiches for my colleagues of escape. 


—Can’t you ask for things as normal people do? —-Lola, to whom I had lost the 
track, suddenly asked. Her voice had a clock alarm effect in me. 


—Excuse me, Lola, but... 


—If they want to eat, don’t make them a sandwich, son. You are in El Figén de 
Lola! -Though I was grateful for her good will, her last expression sounded 
disagreeable to me. Just another associative short-circuits of mine, not serious at all. 


He passed her hands over my shoulders, as a mother who affectionately tells off 
her too grown-up son. Enrique hung the telephone, though he gave the impression 
of still being quite upset. I imagined how many blows he would have received as a 
child and thought about the extreme cruelty the label of freak contains. You are a 
freak just if you are ugly, since a handsome freak automatically goes to the category 
of cool, the different, eccentric and interesting guy. Junco was nothing like that 
neither had ever been, so the humiliations would have been constant. Someone 
should tell young people of the future, maybe this tape recorder does this function, 
that, someday, marginalized people of today will be the leaders of tomorrow. In last 
instance, a freak has major culture than the rest: they will construct more effective 
and safe computers, will design a fairer and more plural world, will invent spatial 
rockets and will discover some new galaxy and, if they are intelligent enough, and 
they are, they will squash their former enemies. Without going further, and 
supporting my thesis, one of them just saved our life, so he could enjoy all my 
respect and gratitude. 


During the almost four hours we spend in the kitchen we spoke very little. I 


guess that each of us was thinking about our own matters, which were quite similar 
but with shades. The cell of Junco rang, the only one that was not taped. He is here 
already, he announced seriously. We said goodbye to Lola and Tommasi, I did it 
with two strong hugs. Today’s snack is on us, she said to us with a knowing wink. 

—Take care and good luck -Tommasi wished us. 

—Thank you very much. -I cannot think about having expressed gratitude so 
sincerely in my life. 

I would always remember them with a feeling of infinite gratitude. People like 
they confirmed there was still hope for the human being. I rushed to get into a van 
without knowing the driver, pushed by a very impatient Enrique Junco. How could 
I reproach it or say a sarcastic comment about it? In effect, there was still hope for 
the human being. Still. Something cracked in my heart and I swear on God that I 
was close to start crying. Instead of that, I inhaled deeply, clenched my teeth and 
closed my eyes. 


5 Two or three children (Tr. Note) 
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Two days ago some men not prone to conversation personally collected the 
report of Oppenheimer. Ezra just observed the scene. The scientist perceived a small 
detail: his companions were wearing white cotton gloves. He did not bother to ask 
what for. Ezra, from his behalf, was not specially chatty that day either, reminding 
him, nevertheless, that it would be a great honor for him if he visited the American 
facilities, using the occasion to let some doctors examine little Anna. 


—Tl’ll think about it -Oppenheimer concluded, though his body language made 
understood he would certainly do it. 


After having the dossier in his power, Ezra dialed a number and he only said: 
«Done». The men left the lab. An armored car, to which they arrived guarded by a 
great number of soldiers, was waiting for them. The physicist lighted a cigarette and 
saw how they left. Back inside, Oppenheimer acceded to his bank account on the 
Internet to discover that his personal balance was increased in fifteen million 
dollars. That «Done» from Ezra meant the transaction had been executed and they 
could do the transfer to the scientist account. In less than one minute, the money 
was already in his power, nothing to do with the delays and retentions the banks 
were imposing to average users. 


He looked around him. That sophisticated and exclusive lab would serve for 
nothing now or, at least, it was not clear who was going to finance some kind of 
activity therein. What would Americans do in cases like that? Leave it until it 
reached a dilapidated condition was not an option. People could enter and spill the 
beans. Would they demolish it or dismantle it and take the pieces to another place? 
Knowing them, it was probable that they numbered the pieces and mounted them in 
another part of the world with another purpose. A nuclear recyclable lab, what an 
irony. 

It was late for anything but to return home, Oppenheimer thought. He went out 
and contemplated Mount Ararat in all its splendor. How could someone imagine 
that Noah’s Ark was there? It was absolutely incredible. In addition, scientific data 
took to the skepticism more than to any other thing: they calculated the age of the 
Ark found at four thousand meters and estimated that it was four thousand eight 
hundred years old. The scientists demonstrated that Mount Ararat was not covered 
by that amount water, at least in that period. The state of preservation of the wood 
was not ideal either. To be preserved this way, it would have been found in an 
environment without oxygen, which was not the case. Definitively, that history 
smelled of tourist claim enormously. Then, what was actually there? 


Oppenheimer walked to his old car. Now he could buy anyone he wanted, but 
he would not do it. He did not forget why he accepted the proposition of Ezra and 


would not move from his position. A millionaire driving an old Lada. The physicist, 
even without meaning it, was surmising on the motives that would have led the 
Americans to invest several million of dollars in his discoveries. The urgency, which 
he was obliged to work and deliver the results, invalidated the hypothesis of a 
lawful application of his research. And it was better not to think in the most 
harmful ones. Oppenheimer knew first—hand what differentiated his discoveries 
from the rest of the works in this line. His manipulation of isotopes and 
radionuclides brought information without precedents: it would be possible, from 
these discoveries, to produce nuclear weapons with a unique characteristic, namely, 
the ability to annihilate any rest of human, animal and plant life, but without 
contaminating the soil nor the water, not even the atmosphere, since its lifespan 
would be very brief -but the necessary to carry out its assignment—. He took 
comfort thinking that the one who possessed a weapon with such properties would 
dissuade any enemy from executing a potential apocalyptic attack. «Better not to 
think in other applications», he told himself. 


Another advantage that such an isotopic reorder presented was its high 
stability. No government in its right mind would want to harbor in its country a 
material that, due to a mistake, finished with it and, just a few seconds later, with 
the rest of the planet -that would exactly be what might happen in case the planes 
and reports fell into the wrong hands—. The fear of Oppenheimer was totally 
founded and he considered a lesser evil, or the least bad option, having delivered 
them to the government of the United States. Sure that most of its leaders were 
mad, the nuclear physicist thought to himself, but less than others. Images of 
Russia, Middle East and China came to his mind forthwith. Barbarians at the gates. 
If his memory served him right and his knowledge of history was not wrong -that 
was not his specialty— governments from those countries had never given the first 
step towards the conflict, having reacted to a North American aggression. 
Nevertheless, these turned into heroes and the others into demons. Oppenheimer 
threw up his hands. «Let’s hope the only thing they want is cheap and long-lasting 
energy...», he said to himself. 


Everyone was waiting for him at home. Anna played sitting on a carpet in the 
lounge. She began to move towards her father, as soon as she saw him, dragging the 
low part of her body and propelling with her arms. She stepped just a few paces 
before her father took her in his arms and kissed her with love. Anna was the 
engine of his existence. No need to say he also had eyes for his other daughter 
Hasmik and his wife Narine, but the defenseless Anna enjoyed his special affection, 
at the same time that she provoked big worries in her father. What will happen to 
her in the future? Could something or someone save her from such a horrible 
destiny? If it was not for his desperate remedy hunt for his daughter he would have 
never accepted propositions as the one from Ezra, not even for all the tea in China. 
A father without hope would be capable of selling his soul for his son. 


The temperature was still good in Armenia, but soon there would be a drastic 
change in temperature and the terrible winter would begin. Oppenheimer kissed 
Hasmik and Narine holding Anna in his arms. Hasmik was a pretty teenager who 
aspired to study medicine abroad. Now she could do it. Narine always dealt with 
household chores and took care of Anna, though she loved devouring books. Her 
favorite authors were more or less within Fin-de-Siécle period: Thomas Mann, 
Hermann Hesse, Kafka, Hofmannsthal or Musil, and others. Though, in honor of the 
truth, she read everything. 


—I have to give you good news. 


Narine served some ghapama leftovers from the previous day and a tray plenty 
of lavash and they all sat down at the table. Anna was resting on the knees of her 
father. 


—We are rich -Oppenheimer confirmed without much ado. 
—We already were, weren’t we? —Hasmik said. 


—I mean rich indeed. —Narine and his older daughter looked at him waiting for 
a more concrete reply—. I just delivered the report to the Americans —his family 
already knew he was working for them— and they have deposited fifteen million 
dollars in our account. 


Anna remained unaware of all that and was nibbling a bit of lavash, but the 
other two women opened their eyes widely without giving credit to what they 
heard. Narine, overcome with emotion, started to cry and Hasmik could not hide a 
disconcerted smile on her face. Niels played with a fabric napkin. 


—You wanted to study medicine abroad, didn’t you? —He asked his daughter—. 
Now you will be able to do it in the best university of the United States. —-In that 
moment it was Hasmik the one crying his eyes out of happiness—. They have 
invited us to move there. They said some doctors might do a lot for Anna. —-The girl 
raised her head after hearing her name and later she continued with her piece of 
bread as if nothing happened. 

—That is...! -Narine could not finish the phrase, but the rest was clear: that 
was marvelous. 

They spent too many years of material deprivations and lack of recognition by 
the scientific community and now, finally, the luck was of their side. Around that 
table, in their modest house, the family Oppenheimer was celebrating the victory of 
justice. A world of illusions and rewards opened to them. The obvious question was 
when the trip would be and the older daughter posed it. 

—In one month or so. We won’t have visa problems —Oppenheimer said—, 
they’ll deal with everything. 

—You are going to be famous! —Hasmik exclaimed thinking about the great 
discovery of her father. 


Niels smiled just being polite, since, deep down, he was not sure he wanted to 


become famous by something like that. In fact, he wanted to be famous in no sense. 
He was a shy family guy who was not looking for any reputation. Parties, homages, 
interviews and what fame leaded to did not fit with him. The rest of scientists, his 
colleagues, would nevertheless hate him even more -as it normally happens when 
someone succeed—. Oppenheimer had more ghapama and could not resist feeling 
perverse satisfaction thinking about those who had sidelined him, booing him and 
treating him like a potential terrorist. Instead of that, he had become a millionaire, 
which was way more calming for him. He could even retire from the research work, 
considering he already reached his personal top, though he would not do it because 
he was passionate about it. The most important, for him, was not to lose the goal 
ever, which was nothing but to design useful things for everyone, to make life easier 
to most of the people. Science history was full of good intentions with tragic 
conclusions, something that was necessary to face as collateral damage, as 
occupational risks. In some way, science was a cruel occupation. 

—What do you think about the idea? 

—Brilliant -both women answered almost in unison. 

—Perfect, in this case, the die is cast. Tomorrow I’ll call my contact to inform 
him about our decision. 

—TI’ll have to learn English... —Narine mentioned with fake worry. 

—We'll all have to learn many things —her husband added while he was 
caressing her cheek. 

Though they were all visibly happy, the one who demonstrated it in a more 
explicit way was young Hasmik. For her, that opportunity signified being able to 
live in the land of infinite opportunities, according to her teen mind. She would live 
in an awesome country, indeed, she would improve one of the most important 
languages of the world -the second one she would learn would be Spanish, she 
decided— and she would have the opportunity to make her dreams come true. 
Oppenheimer contemplated his family trying to share their enthusiasm, but he 
could not. He was pretending. They did not know the importance of the studies 
which conclusions he delivered to the Americans and in that ignorance they could 
celebrate the arrival of a better life, but he could not. Niels Oppenheimer had a knot 
in pit of the stomach that became worse since he delivered the report. Now the 
consequences would slip out of his will and even of his knowledge and that was 
tormenting him. He lost his faith in God some time ago and almost in humanity, so 
the only thing that consoled him was thinking about his family. 

Before going to bed they watched some television. Niels took the little girl to 
bed and Hasmik did not take long to leave too. 

—I didn’t want to say it in front of the girls -Narine said—, but I’ve noticed you 
are a bit worried. What happens? Is it because of the trip? 


Oppenheimer was not used to lie to his wife. 


—It’s because of the report. If someone misused it, it could be catastrophic. 


—Well, you already know your work always has a dangerous back. —Narine was 
trying to defuse the matter to calm down his husband. 


—I know it, but I wouldn’t like things going badly. 
—Everything is going to be fine. Shall we go to bed? 
—Let’s go. 


Next morning, Oppenheimer called Ezra to communicate him the decision they 
had taken. The phone call satisfied the American, who knew the response in 
advance. In fifteen days they could take a plane and move to the States. They could 
choose a residence wherever they wanted, though, he warned him, the number of 
visits he would have to make to Nebraska would be considerable. Maybe Wisconsin 
or Illinois. Chicago is a fantastic city, Ezra commented. I do not like big cities, 
Oppenheimer added. In this case, Milwaukee is outlined as the ideal destination. An 
Armenian family in the Indian reserve. 

When he hung the phone, Niels Oppenheimer told himself there was no turning 
back now. It was time to get rid of all the insecurities, fears, doubts, faults and 
dreads. If he decided to do what he had to do for his family, he had to be consistent 
and stop hesitating. No more nights of insomnia, no more interior torments. No 
more fear. 


In previous conversations, before the delivery of the file, Ezra mentioned the 
need to go to the facilities in Nebraska as adviser, without specifying the kind of 
project they were carrying out, except that it was an application of his research. 
Oppenheimer thought that was an excellent way of monitoring and supervising the 
uses of his work first—hand. It would help to calm him even more, so he agreed 
without any resistance. 


Some days before leaving, the family concentrated on the travel preparations: 
packing, arranging their papers, getting information about high schools for Hasmik 
and neighborhoods to live, saying goodbye to their friends, etc. All the members 
were really excited about it. Even Oppenheimer was infected with their enthusiasm. 
They were happy and that was everything he wanted. In the end it would be 
demonstrated that the ritual of moving was unnecessary, since the team of Ezra 
would deal with annoying administrative and logistic issues. They would provide 
them with an impressive housing, would bear the education of their children in the 
best schools, would deal with bureaucratic affairs, transport of their belongings, 
their first class tickets. They would take them to the airport and facilitate the 
transfers. They would take charge of tacking them to their new house and of any 
other inconvenience. The Americans had well-deserved reputation of doing 
everything on a large scale and the family Oppenheimer would confirm it soon. 


At the end of September, some fellows loaded their things in a van and another 
car took them to the airport. They were accommodated in a VIP room were they 


could order food and refreshments. Narine was impressed and Hasmik wandered 
about the dependences as an example of her youth. Anna was playing with her doll, 
indifferent to the adults. A very polite man gave them their green card. 


—Already? —Niels marveled at their rapidity. 
—Already -the American answered with a knowing smile. 
Oppenheimer, proud, put his hand over the shoulder of his wife. 


—If you need anything, don’t hesitate to call me. I’ll be in that room -he said 
pointing out a door to the end of the corridor. 


—Great, thank you very much. 
The man left leaving the couple alone. 
—You’re a great man. You deserve what you’re living —Narine said. 


—I’m a lucky man to have a wife like you by my side and a family like our. You 
all deserve it. Nothing would have been possible without your support and help. 
And without this little one! —he said referring to Anna. She began to laugh when her 
father started tickling her in the belly. 


They had a long trip ahead. Narine was worried for Anna and hoped she could 
sleep most of the time. They would travel from Armenia to London, from there to 
New York, would change in Chicago before reaching the airport of Milwaukee. 
Everyone prepared himself in their own way: Hasmik was glued to her mp3, Anna 
to her doll and Narine got the translation of Sixty Stories by Barthelme and one of 
Motel Chronicles by Sam Shepard. She preferred light readings to travel. 
Oppenheimer had enough with his thoughts. He had serious difficulties to get to 
sleep in planes, and, truth be told, in any mean of transport, and he accepted he 
would be a witness of several daylights and nights. 


As the intelligent woman she was, Narine always had wondered why the 
western world in general, and not only native people, felt such fascination for North 
American «desert», for the modern cowboy. The more books she read about that 
subject the simpler for her to find an answer: at the bottom it was the biggest 
recreation of the fantasy of total freedom, the return to the wild state, the search of 
oneself, but framed in a civilized context. Europe, much smaller and more clung in 
its cultural past, was not easily prone to such mental constructions, though it 
enjoyed the show. America was the land of self—made man and woman in every 
sense, material and spiritual. Africa or South America escaped to the 
conceptualization by the First World and in Asia it would be really difficult to 
entirely disappear —due to overpopulation, among other questions—. 

Hasmik appeared with a fashion magazine. She said it was just in case she 
needed some time to find an Armenian magazine. 

The American assistant asked them to follow him. There was still time for the 
general call, but they would not have to queue, or board. All their baggage was in 
the plane and they would board using a privileged and exclusive entry. Narine was 


astonished. For the first time in her life they were treating her like a celebrity. To 
all her family, just God knew the calamities and penuries they had supported during 
interminable years. Unlike her husband, she was a believer and she saw what was 
happening as a real miracle. A guarded miracle, though it went unnoticed, by 
several security agents. That many attentions denoted the mission of Oppenheimer 
had not ended. The report was the beginning of a close and long collaboration. The 
brain of the nuclear physicist was what those gentlemen paid fifteen million dollars 
for. And they would pay much more if it were necessary. Oppenheimer was a key 
element in the classified plan of Crush, which, judging by the deployment of means 
could not be developed without the participation of the scientist. During the whole 
trip, the place where Niels Oppenheimer was would be the safest of the planet. They 
installed the most sophisticated security systems, together with them, and without 
them knowing, parachutists would fly just in case it were necessary to do a sudden 
emergency exit. Somebody would taste their food and drinks before serving them. 
Nothing could fail. That was the order of Ezra, incited by president Crush, and it 
would be strictly fulfilled. 

They were the first ones getting into the plane. Except Oppenheimer, none of 
the members of his family had flown before and they were excited. Fortunately, 
they were not afraid but really curious. 

—You are going to fly over the clouds -Niels said to Anna. The girl was 
impatient to do it. For someone with serious difficulties to move, the idea of flying 
exceeded all her expectations. 

A flight attendant asked them if they wanted to have something to drink while 
the rest were boarding. The women asked for a cola and Niels chose a beer. He did 
not want to have coffee just in case he was able to fall asleep by chance. Forty five 
minutes later, the plane took off without problems. Anna was looking out the 
window in ecstasy. 

—You are flying -her father said to her—. You are flying as a bird. 

And the metallic bird crossed the sky carrying with the luckiest family of all. At 
least, that was what they felt. 


14 


The morning after sausages day, Klaus Zimmermann went for a walk in order to 
clarify his ideas about how to proceed. On one hand, it was clear he had to accept 
the invitation from Bunk to visit the facilities. Only that way it would be possible to 
accurately know what Americans were doing and why that much insistence. Burt 
recommended him to go and also A.E. 


On the other hand, he did not want to be involved in the matters of such a 
nontransparent organization neither left, even if it was just a few days, his wife and 
children. Now they knew where they lived and he distrusted they were going to be 
safe. Likewise, he had the words of Dagna very present and his own thoughts about 
the matter. He knew he did not have many real options and that, in case of not 
putting an end to this situation, they would end up with more problems. The only 
conclusion he came to was that it would be preferable to prepare a good strategy 
and leap into the unknown, trusting there was a good mattress at the end of the 
precipice. 

At the moment there were two alternatives: be faster and travel to the United 
States to see Burt without Bunk guys knowing or being previously informed. The 
first option probably would not have a good ending. They already found him once, 
they would do it again. In fact, it was not crazy to think they were already 
following him —which raised other problems like, for example, that they knew about 
his visits to the internet cafe—. If opting by plan B, the probability of being 
monitored would be even bigger, but he would not raise suspicions on his guilt, 
understanding for «guilt» his connection with the environmental cell. Conclusion: he 
had to inform Kutcher about his imminent arrival to American lands, warning about 
him being permanently controlled. In the same way, he would try to know in 
advance the location of the facilities in order to let someone know about his own 
location just in case whatever could happen. Soon he realized that those precautions 
would be vain in case of being retained or something worse. After everything, who 
was going to be able to enter that enclosure? 

Once he warned his buddy, he would speak with the guys from Bunk and would 
tell them he agreed to go there. 

He did not have a cell and that was the occasion justifying his possession. He 
decided to acquire two disposable cell phones with camera —he had read that some 
manufacturers were already selling them in Germany—, one for him and another 
one for his family. This way they could contact each other if something went wrong 
and, by the way, it would allow him to take some photos in the facilities. 

A.E. would also be informed about the visit to the complex of Bunk. He would 
leave proof of it in the blog, waiting for his unknown interlocutor to read it. He 


knew neither his face nor his real name and he did not spoke to him otherwise but 
using that kind of code language they spontaneously established. The rest of 
members were also using it and, considering that the context was clearly delimited, 
it fitted wonderfully. He still could not imagine that A.E. would not answer his 
message. 

On the following morning, he would go back to the city. He would buy the cells 
and would write both messages, after getting as much information as possible about 
the emplacement of the facilities of Bunk. He called the man who gave him the 
card, who attended him promptly. 

—You will be attended at all times and you do not need to worry about 
anything. 

—Right, but I would like my family to know where I am going to be. 

—Our facilities are in Nebraska, though you will understand we cannot say 
much more. 

—Why? 

—lIt is confidential. 

—I cannot understand the reason. 


—tThat is what we can say to you, Mr. Zimmermann. I am sorry to be so 
categorical. 


—Please, understand that I am worried for me and my family’s safety. 
—You will be safe, no doubt. 


Klaus knew that continue insisting had no sense. That man was not going to say 
anything else to him. 


—Fine —-he concluded—. How are we going to do it? 


Three days later, a car reached the house of the Zimmermanns to collect the 
biologist. The same messengers who left the notice took charge of it. On their way 
to the airport, Klaus revised the details of his plan and the features of his recently 
acquired disposable cell phones: two hundred fifty hours of battery lifetime, camera 
with acceptable resolution, no access to Internet neither GPS nor any other location 
device. Dagna had one and he another one, for security reasons basically. He hoped 
to find some point of Internet access there, though he was conscious that they 
would permanently monitor him and that all the equipment there would be tapped. 
He knew he had to be careful. A false move and everything would fall down, 
including his physical integrity. 

Both «bodyguards» kept a professional silence. They seemed to be on the alert 
without rest, tense, attentive to any surprise that could arise in the distance. He 
would travel from Berlin to London, from London to New York and from there it 
was not clear yet, except the destination that, at first, was Nebraska. Would he have 
to do a transfer in Chicago? Would there be flights New York-Omaha? He preferred 


Chicago, though he believed Omaha had its charm, even if he had never visited it. 
He placed himself listening to some song of Muddy Waters, concretely «Hoochie 
Coochie Man», «Louisiana Blues» or «Long Distance Call». He had already finished 
his «Mannish Boy» stage. He loved Blues since he was a child. Maybe because one of 
his grandfathers spent a few decades in North America, returning to Germany to 
die, bringing good memories, a disastrous life, several family break ups and loads of 
records. In the end, life turns to be a strange combination of trivial and insignificant 
moments, decorated by some remarkable episode. He was drumming the handle 
while mentally humming looking at the window. 


—You brought little luggage, Mr. Zimmermann -the co—pilot said in a 
gratuitous attempt to hold a transitory conversation. 


—I don’t expect to stay for long. -End of the conversation. 


In the airport, Klaus went to a press and books outlet and bought a paperback 
translation of The Road by Cormac McCarthy. He did not know the work or the 
author, but its cover and the fact that it was not very thick called his attention. 
More Muddy Waters sounding in his head. «I don’t want you to be no slave / I don’t 
want you to work all day / but I want you to be true, and I just wanna make love to 
you». The cover of the book showed a man and a child walking along a desolated 
place. He put it into his travel bag before the attentive look of his companions. They 
led him to a more exclusive room. He asked for a beer that was served with some 
peanuts. There was something making him feel badly, inconveniently, distrustfully. 
If the matter was checking the facilities intended to water studies, he did not 
understand the omnipresence of those gentlemen. He could have taken a regular 
plane instead of being guarded. 


All on board. Brandeis was not very happy knowing his father was going to be 
out a few days. One week as they agreed, even if it was difficult to determine 
whether or not he could keep his promise. Dagna hid her worry and tried to 
encourage the transoceanic traveler. Take care, she begged him. Erika saw it in a 
less dramatic way. Both «eloquent guides» showed Klaus up to his first class seat. 
Zimmermann realized that one of them seated behind him and the other on his side. 
A really stupid measure, considering he voluntarily agreed to come along them, that 
there was no gray area, at least officially, and that it could be rather complicated to 
escape alive of a plane, if someone had that intention. He decided to ignore them 
and centered in The Road. The more he moved forward with his reading, the more 
he was waiting for a happy ending. Only that would make tolerable a completely 
destructing, wild, devastating and blunt text. He only saw himself on the verge of 
tears a few times while reading and this was one of them. He placed himself in a 
similar situation to the one described in the novel with his little Brandeis, due to the 
affinity with the plot of the novel, though, for sentimental purposes, the same thing 
would have happened with Erika, and he found himself thinking he would rather 
die. Dilemma came later. He could decide his own death, but what about the one of 


his son? Would he be capable of finishing with his life to avoid possible major 
suffering? He understood then the scope of the novel and told himself that, when he 
returns, he would get more texts by McCarthy. He would recommend it to Dagna, 
though maybe she already knew him. Ultimately, she had the strange gift of 
knowing everything. 

Klaus Zimmermann had a particular sensibility to children. He thought they 
were the future and that no child could be deprived of infancy. As his wife, he 
collaborated as activist in diverse projects related to child protection. The dream of 
Dagna was to create a foundation to help children with problems of different 
nature, especially those who had some kind of psychic deficiency or who were in 
situation of orphanage. Klaus totally supported his wife. He saw the increase of 
pedophilia cases and the negative information regarding child poverty with stupor 
and anger. If a world that called itself «civilized» could not eradicate these disasters, 
then it was not worth supporting any kind organized government model or 
defending the figure of the State under any of its forms. Only civil action could have 
some use and through it some achievement, beyond the mere cosmetic and empty 
speech that characterized the political class as a whole, could be brought. Reason 
why he openly declared to be anarchist, option casted into oblivion and discredited 
after being related with terrorism, laziness and total chaos. Maybe, Klaus 
occasionally maintained, it would be interesting to recall that anarchists in former 
times were quite frugal and Spartan: they neither drank alcohol nor smoked, they 
defended equality between men and women and promoted free school. In fact, he 
insisted, something as widespread as the Internet owed its success to an anarchistic 
conception. He was afraid, nevertheless, that this way of diffusion fell in hands of 
the children of the Capital: higher and invisible cybernetic control, clear attempts 
on freedom of speech and expression and participative democracy (the matter of 
WikiLeaks, where no one criticized what was said but the fact that it was said), etc. 
In his opinion, the Network was the biggest mechanism of restriction and vigilance 
of all times, the perfect panopticon. It was born as a tribute to freedom, as an area 
without barriers, as something uncontrollable, but it would be soon dominated by 
the capitalist machinery. Making clear this war called «peace» was a reality. Despite 
all that, he cherished some hope. 


The imagination of Klaus flew towards his childhood and adolescence. He 
remembered Eldwin Grimme, the first kid to whom that viscous and still sterile 
liquid, which pre—adolescent boys have, turned into semen. He masturbated taking 
the end of his penis by his index and middle fingers, violently waving his hand and 
letting his arm go limp. Something frankly prodigious. Grimme always smelt weird, 
something stinking and unidentifiable and had a sister with problems of drugs who, 
in spite of it, had gone on from forty nine to two hundred and fifty kilos in record 
time. Nevertheless, what Klaus better remembered about his former school 
classmate was a minor episode. He was not able to specify if they were fourteen or 
fifteen years old and were about to go to high school when it happened. The case is 


the math teacher asked Eldwin to go up to the board to solve an equation. He did 
mental calculations, drew some scrawls with very small and unintelligible writing at 
the bottom right end of the board and ultimately he brought an unthinkable result. 

—Let’s see, Eldwin. Let’s go to the beginning. 

The poor teacher did not know that «beginning» would make him go back to 
the entire multiplication table. 

—Eldwin, what is two times zero? 

The lad put face of circumstance and answered: 

—One. 

—Let’s see, Eldwin, what is two times zero? 

This one reconsidered his response and estimated more guessed right to answer: 

—Two. 

—Eldwin, you are wrong. Let’s start again. What is two times zero? 

Grimme did a long pause, surely evaluating the possible results. He looked at 
his classmates a bit alarmed and finally he answered again, hoping that, in the 
second attempt, the laws of the mathematics should change: 

—One. 

—All right, Eldwin, sit down. 


After that, Eldwin Grimme left his studies forever. 


From London to New York, Klaus took a long nap, waking up when the plane 
was about to land. He had time to dream. In his dream he was together with 
Brandeis. He felt the presence of Dagna, but he was not in his line of sight. He 
carried a baby in his arms —he supposed it was a boy, but it was not visible either—. 
Erika was not in the dream. Suddenly, the baby died and Klaus sadden and cried. 
The environment was dark and distressing, as described by McCarthy in his novel. 
The baby began to give signs of life again and Klaus got excited. He called Brandeis 
who was very serious and sad, though it was not for the birth and death of his 
brother. In his dream there were elements of the book mixed with other details. The 
scene of the dream changed and suddenly he was with the baby in some kind of 
laundry room. For some reason he was sure he needed a thicker than usual tattoo of 
a Greek cross in his chest, on the side of his heart. It was at that time when he woke 
up. 

One of the men gave him a few flicks in the shoulder to tell him they were 
landing soon and he had to fasten his belt. 


The John F. Kennedy was already visible. He fastened the belt and folded the 
table still way stunned. Maybe a flight attendant warned him before, but he did not 
remember it. 


They still needed to do a last transfer and a stretch by car. Despite his desire 


was to report to his family he had arrived safe and sound, he knew he could not 
abuse calls. Dagna and the boys know his decision and understood it. Klaus 
Zimmermann left the plane yawning. They would have to wait around three hours 
until the flight to Omaha. He believed he had a previous dream feeling the need of 
having a Greek cross tattooed, but, since he did not take dream interpretation 
seriously, he gave no importance to it. 


He wondered if A.E. and Kutcher would have read the emails he sent. He felt 
that verifying it was going to be difficult. It was practically impossible to get away 
from those guys for an instant. How to get away from two gorillas -or who knows if 
there were more— that did not stop observing though he did not see it? «I have to 
sharpen my wits», he thought. Despite they provided a private space to him, Klaus 
preferred to wander a bit around the terminal. There were always very peculiar 
micro histories in non—places, outside the time and space, transitory and 
ephemeral. Circumstantial. Zimmermann had a coffee paying from his own pocket, 
ignoring he was in an all—expense—paid trip, just to feel a bit freer. One of the 
hulks approached him and asked him not to get away from them. It is a very big 
airport and we would not like you losing the flight, he said to him. 


—OK. I won’t get lost, but may I have this coffee alone? 
—Of course, Mr. Zimmermann. 


Klaus observed how the guy was moving back, though he knew he would not 
go very far. The coffee was foul—tasting and he left it without finishing it. He 
entered the VIP room, where one of the agents, or whatever they were, was waiting 
for him in an armchair. He greeted with his head and went to the most isolated seat. 
He extracted The Road of his bag and prepared to finish it. When he got to the end, 
he started to cry. The guy from Bunk, left the newspaper he was reading in the 
armchair and got close to him. 


—Are you OK, Mr. Zimmermann? 
—No. -it was the only thing he said as response. 


He felt something unpleasant was about to happen. The companion remained 
observing him without knowing what to say. The image of a man crying without 
apparent reason, even with it, left him off side. It completely exceeded his 
conceptualization capacity. Without saying anything, he came back to his seat and 
threw a last eye over the biologist before start reading the newspaper again. Klaus, 
for his part, blew his nose with a paper handkerchief and rubbed his eyes with both 
hands. In his internal jurisdiction, he knew well that all that could be a trap. He did 
not demonstrate to his wife he was worried, but he did not forget he was part of an 
environmental organization that was threatening the interests of Bunk. And now he 
was directly venturing into the lion’s den, and on his own. Nothing or nobody could 
guarantee they had summoned him to supervise the facilities or report on topics 
related to the storage of water. What if it was nothing but an ambush? He consoled 
thinking that, if so, they would have arrested him in his own domicile, 


independently of whether he had committed no criminal act. 

The other guy entered pretending he was coming by coincidence, when the 
truth is that was proving they were following him. Klaus showed no reaction. They 
remained silent until one of them announced it was time to board. Without a word, 
the biologist stood up and followed his companions, who, once in the metallic bird, 
sat in a similar position to the previous flights. 

Omaha. The agents mentioned he did not have to worry for the baggage and 
went directly to an area where a four—wheel was waiting for them. 

—I see you’ve got it made —Klaus said. 

—It is a question of courtesy. 

They did not speak again during the rest of the flight. Little by little they were 
entering some kind of desert. There were no constructions at all there. Even this 
way, the landscape was showing an exotic beauty. He wished it kept like that for 
long. 


They arrived at the facilities of Bunk. Klaus was discouraged by the decidedly 
military aspect of the place. Who would ever think to trust such sons of a bitch? 
They got out of the vehicle and walked on the surface covered by dust. Both men 
were going ahead, which Zimmermann used to connect his cell phone inside the 
pocket of his jacket (it had no password) and to discretely take a photo. He was 
lucky nobody discovered him. At least it was not evident. Nevertheless, he could not 
contain a slight trembling caused by his nervousness. Luckily, he rapidly calmed 
down. «A center destined to the study of water is not guarded by armed men —he 
told himself—. They'll frisk me for sure». He had nothing to hide, but it did not 
happen. At the entry, one of the guys who flew with him said: 

—He is only carrying a clock, keys, a book, a pen, a wallet and a cell -what 
made Klaus raising his eyebrows as a sign of surprise. 

Undoubtedly, they would have discovered it during some of the several controls 
to which he went through. Deep down, it made no difference. Was it possible to 
escape of the absolute vigilance? «No —he told himself—. It would be best to take it 
easy and smile at the camera». 

They acceded to the interior of that odd building. 

—There is someone who wants to meet you in person —-one of the humanoid 
gorillas announced. 

As the biologist would discover very soon, it was Ezra. Together with 
Oppenheimer, and God knows who else, Klaus was one of the key elements of the 
strategic puzzle. One of that pieces which was worth paying loads of cash. 

The right hand man of Crush was waiting for them in a room in the first floor, 
that is to say, at ground level. When the three men entered, he was waiting sat in an 
armchair. He was drinking coffee and probably repressing his need for a delicious 


Egyptian. As a gentleman, he stood to receive his guest. 

—Mr. Zimmermann -he greeted—, it is an honor to meet you. —Klaus did not 
say anything. He limited to shake hands with apathy—. Would you like to see the 
facilities? 

—lIt is the reason why I came up to here. 

—Marvelous. Coffee? 

—No, thank you. 

He said goodbye to the other men and went with the scientist alone. 

—tThe works will end in one month at most —Ezra indicated while they were 
going down on the private elevator. 

At the basement they got into a kart which Ezra drove. Zimmermann observed 
every detail with supreme attention. He was horribly astonished. Some workers 
endeavored to his labor, putting the final touches. There were rails on which some 
vehicle not installed yet would move. It generally looked like a futurist city with the 
peculiarity of being mainly black instead of white as we are used to see in 
Hollywood fictions. There were security cameras throughout and the artificial light 
was completely filling the underground room. The environment seemed to be quite 
oppressive. 

—What about this? —Ezra asked. 

—Surprising. Though I cannot see what it has to do with water. 

—Do not be impatient, Mr. Zimmermann. At the appropriate time. 

The response of Ezra, for being too arrogant and for the excess of unjustified 
self confidence that it denoted, did not please Klaus, so he added nothing more and 
kept silence. They arrived to the zone that gave access to the swimming pool and 
Ezra announced the end of the rote. 

—What you are about to see might surprise you —Ezra warned. He opened the 
security door and made the way for the biologist. A metallic infinite appeared in 
front of him—. Welcome to the Swimming pool. 

—Fascinating! —Klaus exclaimed when what he wanted to declare was indeed: 
«what the fuck is this?». 

—In a few weeks it will be full of water. Do you understand now why your 
presence becomes indispensable? 


Million cubic centimeters of vital liquid justified it. That was fully exceeding all 
expectations of the university ex-teacher, who was still astonished. 

—How many elite swimmers will cross this swimming pool? 

—A few of them, Mr. Zimmermann. A few. 

Klaus Zimmermann imagined a group of synchronized swimmers under the 
artificial light, without public, jury or votes. A dance performed to honor nothing, 


to the most absolute darkness. 
—Are you sure you would not like a coffee? —Ezra asked. 
—I guess I do now. 


The truth is he would rather have a weifsbier in company of Dagna and the 
children, above all, very far from there. 
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The van was very well equipped. It had an excellent sound system. Low tones 
sounded perfectly. I even have to admit the driver had taste choosing songs for an 
escape. First played «Dog Door» by Tom Waits, followed by «Big in Japan». The bass 
guitar resounded. If there is need to escape, nothing better than selecting a good 
soundtrack. The driver was a long-hair guy of no more than twenty-five years, 
extremely thin and dressed in full no wave New York style. My neurons tried to tie 
up loose ends and to deduce who might have blown the whistle. 

—Well, I would like to introduce you to Big Dick Junior. —Junco interrupted my 
musings. 

—Are you really called Big Dick Junior? -I asked. 

—It is a pseudonym. 

—Nice to meet you anyway. We are Miss Maribel Salgado and Leén Poiccard, 
moi. 

—Are you French? -he inquired. 

—My father is French, I’m not. -I did a brief pause —. Enrique, by the way, I’m 
trying to discover who the informer is. How many members of the resistance reside 
in this country of bandits? How many people knew you would come to pick us? — 
Deep down, my attitude turned out to be pathetic, since the name of any candidate 
to be the informer would have sounded like Chinese to me. 

—I thought about it. The problem is the informer might have discovered my 
location without living here. For safety reasons, some comrades are authorized to 
follow our track by GPS. 

—Someone should have proposed you to contact us. 

—No, it was my own decision. 

—kKiddo, to be so clever, you neglect a heap of details. 

—the perfect plan does not exist. 

—lIt’s clear to me. -I stressed—. Anyhow, someone should know you would 
come, or not? 

—My girlfriend. 

Definitively my predictions were erroneous. I had forgotten there are several 
paraphilias in the world and their variety is not limited to religious experience —as 
William James maintained— but it was also applied to personal preferences. 

—Do you live with her? I was sure you were still living with your mother... 


—Le6én, I know you just a few hours but I had a strong wish to say that you 
look like a jerk to me. 


—lIt’s not the first time someone tells me today. -I looked at Maribel smiling 
while I was confessing it. 


That brief exchange of opinions sealed our friendship once and for all. Women 
were right affirming that men we are simple in the extreme. A ball, a few cans of 
beer, a couple of insults and some occasional punch are enough to turn us into 
happy and inseparable beings, at least for a long moment. 


—Well -I continued—, which is the plan? 


—We go to Madrid. I'll stay there. You can do whatever you wish. If you want 
to go to Paris, maybe the best thing is to go to Barcelona, to take a cab up to France 
and to cross fingers hoping that nobody intercepts you. 


—Dick, do you fancy a trip to Barcelona? 
—Fine. But tomorrow, okay? 
—No problem. Tonight, dinner is on us. Do you have any safe house? 


—My mother’s —-Junco suggested—. Now I don’t live with her, there is an empty 
room. 


—Very good. -This boy had a good sense of humor— By the way, I don’t want 
to be Cartesian, but if your cell betrayed you once, it will do it again. 


—It will not disturb us anymore —-he said and, right after, he prepared to 
meticulously destroy it. 


—Between us, do you suspect of someone? 

—Frankly not. Nothing like that had ever happened. 

—And why now? We are nothing but a few bumps on a log. 

—lIt’s a good question —Junco added. 

—wWithout intention of being obstinate, let’s structure the events: I received an 
email sent firstly by A.E., the police, or the Interpol came to look for us, you 
appeared and told us that A.E. had disappeared. Later they located your position. 
Doesn’t it sound a bit strange? 

—Firstly, the ones who chase us belong neither to the police nor the Interpol. 
They are agents of Bunk. Secondly, A.E. is an honest guy to the marrow. He would 
never betray us. Apart from it, I cannot give you a better reply. 

—Hey, Big Dick, won’t you be the informer? -I humorously asked. 

—No way, man! Do you really believe I would have crossed so many miles 
instead of letting the guys of Bunk nab you? 

—I had to ask it, hadn’t it? 

—I guess. 

—Guys —Maribel intervened—, how comes that National Police cedes their 
facilities to Bunk? 

—Certifying their belonging to the Interpol is not difficult for these gentlemen — 
Junco specified. 


—Hey, Big Dick, I don’t think Maribel will be scared if you tell us where your 
«pseudonym» comes from. 


—It is a long history. 
—And how! -Junco contained a guffaw. 


—Well, we have plenty of time, don’t you think? —Maribel always so daring. 


Big Dick refused to tell the history of his nickname. I did not know if it was due 
to modesty or because it was not such a big deal. We stopped in roadhouse a bit 
isolated to have a sandwich and a coffee, to smoke a few cigarettes and to empty 
our bladders. I observed how Maribel was getting along with that peculiar situation. 
I could verify before that my ability to read the future and my prophetic quality 
turned out to be disastrous, so I did not have further objections to inwardly admit 
that Miss Salgado was a box of delicious surprises and less apprehensive than I 
could ever imagine. All this without losing an iota of her elegance and distinction. 
Escaping from the police, or something worse, being innocent, and without losing 
the class adds character. Seeing her walk to the restaurant, I decided it was time to 
progress to round two and to drop the role of cynical cheeky and, basically, terrified 
before the idea of commitment. Let’s make it clear, it was not that I wanted a 
commitment with somebody, not that I thought Maribel wanted it either, but I 
supposed I had to be a bit more human. It suddenly seemed a bit terrifying to me. I 
had spent most of my life refining the art of sarcasm and distancing and the simple 
idea of breaking that barrier made me as defenseless as a child. Almost all my 
relations were characterized by superficiality and I found myself feeling something 
different. It was not clear for me how I had come to that point. Was it suddenly? 
Was it settled in my heart progressively? Did the fact of seeing these strong legs 
running in the middle of the street have something to do with it? No idea. 

Maribel was walking a few feet ahead of me. She stopped for an instant and 
turned to check where I was. I smiled and came to her. I held her arm like if we 
were an old couple, but I immediately stopped and tried to be a bit honest. 


—Listen, Maribel. I want to thank you for all you are doing for me. I don’t 
know well what made you get involved in this history, but without your help ’m 
afraid I would be already behind bars. 


—Wow, I see a couple of races have taken the wind out of your sails. 

—It’s lack of training. 

—You should practice more sport. 

—I really think so. Do you want to be my personal trainer? —-Maribel returned 
the smile to me. 

—Look, Le6én, I work in a shitty newspaper though I wouldn’t have to do it, the 
relationship with my parents is not very friendly and I have been with many men in 
my life. I even married a dork who fucked anything moving. And you arrived. You 


are a good person. -she smoothly pinched my cheek, like if I were a baby. But her 
gesture made me feel well. She did not have to say anything else for me to 
understand her reasons. Life without some adventure is not worth it and kindness 
hides in the most unsuspected places. 


—What are you going to have in your sandwich? 

—Iberian ham, of course. -She pressed my arm and made us keep walking. 

At half way I gave her a soft pat on the butt. 

—Poiccaaaaard -she said without averting her eyes from the front. 

—Fine, fine. 

I still had a lot to learn. I opened the door of the restaurant and made the way 
for her. The rest was waiting for us in the counter. I approved the recommendation 
of Maribel and also asked for an Iberian ham sandwich. I had to enjoy it since I did 
not know how long would be until I could eat it again. I had it with the house wine 
which also pleased the taste of my ex—colleague. It was clear I could attribute a 
new status to her, bearing in mind we were going to be fired. 


—wWine of the house? It is not typical of you. 
—I occasionally like to surrender myself to the pleasures of poverty. 
Junco and Big Dick were speaking about their things. 


—Pardon my indiscretion, I don’t know wherefrom you get so much money for 
your little caprices. 


—I deal with narcotics in my free periods. 

—It suits you. 

—Very funny. Do you want to know my secret? 

—I am dying. 

—tThere it goes: I won the lottery. 

—Hahaha. Are you kidding me? 

—No. I have only played the lottery once and I won. Enough to pay my house 
and to afford some occasional luxury. -The story of the lottery was true from 
beginning to end. 

—You should become a writer, you are full of stories to tell. 

—wWriter? That’s interesting. The truth is I lived through a few adventures, and I 
plan to live more, baby! I look for companion, indeed. 


—I believe you already found her. -She winked at me. 


The rest of the journey went by without complications. Almost nobody spoke. I 
suppose we were all immersed in our own thoughts, digesting rapid events and 
uncertain future. Even Enrique Junco was afraid, without recognizing it, about his 
future. In light of what happened, the environmental organization stopped being a 
safe place. Trusting someone, it did not matter who, would be an absolute act of 
faith and without any kind of guarantee. In cases like that, some grade of paranoia 


is fully justified. Big Dick Junior and Maribel did not seem to be too worried. I 
asked Junco if the guys of Bunk would come to stick their noses in the house of his 
mother. He said they would not and I considered the response valid. The idea to 
register in a hotel seemed even more suicidal to me. 


When we arrived to Madrid it was too late to go to a restaurant. Junco directly 
took us to the house of his mother, an adorable lady. On our way he told us his 
father died years ago. Maribel would stay in the former room of Enrique and I 
would stay in the sofa, a classic. Our hostess insisted on cooking something for 
dinner. In some way I was grateful not having to go out, because my clothes were 
quite dirty and it would have been rather awkward as well as cinematographic: a 
guy beaten to a put sat at the table of a restaurant with supreme dignity, as if 
nothing at all had happened, it was charming. Nevertheless, I preferred option B. 

When the mother of Enrique retired, we discussed some questions related to 
money: we knew they were financed thanks to donations they and other external 
entities and unconnected natural persons did. Junco explained how we might have 
access to our money without them tracing our movements. Truth be told, he would 
take care of the IT question that would allow -I hoped that with more fortune than 
the other attempts— the miracle of invisibility. I understood the financial scheme 
which formed our daily life, State taxes included, was created for common people, 
though there was also a very different one, normally only accessible to big 
companies and holding companies. The old history repeated itself all over: the rich 
ones would be richer and would have to give fewer explanations and the poor or the 
amorphous middle class would suffer the consequences of the outrages of the 
political and economic class -what, nowadays, was one and the same thing—. Law 
is made to the slaves. 


We organized the way to communicate if something went wrong —even worst, 
clearly—. In short, we were already up to our necks. The first thing Junco 
recommended us was to get rid of our cell phones. We would create some email 
accounts with code names which we could use to be in contact. I looked at this 
iPhone of mine that had given me so many problems in the last weeks and 
proceeded to its total destruction. Maribel did the same with her Google Phone. The 
preparations of the second phase of our escape ended and each one retired to their 
rooms: Maribel to the room of Junco, no idea about Junco and Big Dick Junior and 
me to the sofa. 


At seven o’clock in the morning of the next day, Big Dick touched the intercom. 
We were awake for an hour and we had already had coffee and toasts for breakfast 
comity of the mother of Enrique. The long-hair guy told us that Junco sent his 
regards and said goodbye to us for the moment. We thanked his mother for the 
hospitality and got on the van destination Barcelona. Big Dick gave us some credit 
cards, assuring us they would not leave track. 


—Enrique spent the whole night working —he said to us. 

—We don’t know how to thank both of you -I added. 

—It has no importance. We must correct our mistakes. 

—But at a very high price... 

—La mort avant le déshonneur —Big Dick answered. 

—Amen. 

Our plan was to take a cab up to Perpignan and from there a train to Paris, 
once passed the virtual border between Spain and France. It would be a bit 
expensive for us, but it constituted a safer way than using public transport or 
renting a car. I hoped my brother was at home, since I had no time to warn him. My 
brother married a very handsome nigger called Fela. They should be approximately 
ten years together, which did not help to improve the accent of Fela, who though he 
spoke Spanish he could not get rid of a certain exotic accent. 

—Why do you refer to him as «nigger»? Aren’t you capable of showing a bit of 
respect? —Maribel reproached me. 

—My dear friend, if I didn’t feel a great respect for him, I wouldn’t call him that 
way. 

—You have a very particular way of demonstrating it. -She did a pause and her 
gesture adopted a more entertaining expression— I didn’t know you had a 
homosexual brother. It explains many things... 

—Sure. -I tried to show indifference to her comment. 

—What’s your brother’s name? 

—Maurice. I guess my father chose the name. 

—I see some hostility. You never speak about your parents. 

I thought I had nothing to conceal and I explained my brief relation with them. 

—Both of them are dead. My father was French. He met my mother during 
some vacations in the Riviera. She worked as translator for a travel agency. They 
moved to Paris. Maurice was born two years before me. When I had less than one 
year, my father left us for another woman and the three of us returned to Spain. I 
believe I never saw him again. Fifteen years ago we found out he died. I yielded my 
part of the inheritance to my mother and my brother consented to take care of his 
business. 

—What did he do for a living? 

—Matters related to wine. 

Up to the present day I still cannot understand what motivated me to make 
such a confession, in the presence of the almost stranger (Big Dick Junior). 
Probably, at an unconscious level, I needed to get rid of a burden I had dragged all 
my life and I refused it to keep walking with me in my new stage. I yearned to 
liberate myself of a sin I did not committed. The sins of our parents. 


—tThe wine... 

—Yes, the wine. I guess that, together with my brother’s homosexuality, you 
already have all elements to get a more correct idea of my personality —Maribel did 
not answer—. The irony is that one week after my father’s death, my mother also 
passed away. I donated what belonged to me to my brother. 

Maribel took my hand in hers and squeezed it. I remember I did not say 
anything else during the whole trip. Big Dick dropped us in cab rank and said 
goodbye to us with a warm hug. I lighted a cigarette without offering one to 
Maribel. I had a knot in the pit of the stomach. Things were hasting in a rapid way. 
It was not things but my life falling down in front of my eyes; all my schemes, my 
beliefs, my secrets, my false convictions. I was at the mercy of fate. Something that, 
at least as far back as I can remember, never happened to me before. At that instant, 
in front of an untidy cab, I was rearranging years of internal disintegration. 

—To Perpignan -I indicated when we got on the cab. The guy looked at us 
disconcerted, with a visible gesture of tedium. 

We reached the first location of our French tour in less than three hours. I 
finished off the cash I had in front of the train station. I looked around trying to find 
out if there was a cash machine there. Voila. Magnificent occasion to check the 
precision of the credit cards Junco gave us. At least initially, they worked to a T. He 
managed to put as cardholder who knew who, despite the fact that we could use our 
habitual passport. Thereby, though we did not have problems with the salespersons 
or workers, there would not be any evidence of our activities. 

—Two tickets to Paris -I said speaking in French to the lady from the ticket 
office. 

—I see you are practically bilingual —Maribel pointed out in the platform. 

—Yes, but don’t tell anybody. 

Since we were little my mother spoke to us in both languages. Maybe because 
she wished to educate us, maybe for sentimental reasons. The fact is that Maurice 
and I were fluent in French from a very short age. To my brother, as life would very 
soon show, this skill was very useful. Or, at least, very pleasant. You only have to 
ask Fela. 

—Girl -I announced—, we have a long trip ahead. 

—I might had spent more time here than you —Maribel answered. 

—I forgot it. 

At this stage of the journey I had eliminated any attempt to exhibit my natural 
cocky attitude. How would she do it not to seem scruffy? Certainly anything suits 
this woman well. Listeners of the future do not forget it: that is class. 


I should have fallen asleep in the train. I woke up two hours before getting to 
Paris. I felt my eyes with my hands. I had a few eye boogers which I discreetly 


moved away. I went to the restaurant car and asked for a couple of coffees with 
their respective croissants and a pack of chewing gum. I tidied myself as I could in 
the squalid bathroom and went back to our seat. Outside, the night covered 
everything. We would arrive at the crack of dawn. My clothes began to give off an 
unpleasant smell, something that did not happen to my companion. God, couldn’t 
you fuck us even more? I loudly said to myself. 

It should be three o’clock in the morning, if I remember correctly, when we 
arrived to Paris. We took a cab which journey Maribel would pay. Without 
suitcases, dirty and exhausted we got to the house of my brother almost an hour 
later. He took some time to receive us. 


—Hello Maurice, how are you? Did we wake you up? -I still remember his face 
seeing us appear at that time of the night, like that and without previous notice. 
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Narine could not believe what she saw. The residence they provided then was 
located in a luxurious neighborhood. All boxes were perfectly tidy and labelled in 
Armenian at her arrival. They would only have to open them and organize the 
content. The streets were wide. Some Harley Davidsons were parked in the front 
yards, even on the grass. Hasmik had only seen them on television. They were 
surprised by the important amount of overweight people walking on the streets. 
Many houses had its door opened. Oppenheimer was carrying Anna in his arms. 

One of the escorts told them the following day an assistant would guide and 
show them the places they had to know: the institute of Hasmik, the college of 
Anna, the closest supermarket, the library, the hospital, the police station, etc. They 
left a list with addresses and phone numbers on the dining room table. 

—Mr. Oppenheimer, you will have one week to properly settle in. Later on we 
will show you our facilities in Nebraska. 

—Sure —the physicist agreed. 

—We hope you like the house. 

—As you can see from my family reaction, you have completely succeeded. I 
thank you in name of all. 

—lIt is the least we could do for you and your family. Your welfare is one of our 
priorities. 

Niels continued not to like the artificial tone —of tense rectitude— of the agent, 
but he appreciated the hospitality of the organization that agent was representing 
and serving. 

—Ah, one last thing -another agent pointed out before leaving—, if you want to 
immerse as soon as possible in the American culture and, by the way, enjoy the 
fabulous local beef, I recommend you the Downtown-Grill-Beef-O-Rama. It is not 
very far from here and it is worthwhile. 

—We will bear it in mind, thank you very much. 

Both guys said goodbye to the women with the hand from the door. 
Oppenheimer left Anna on the carpet and contemplated his new house with 
satisfaction. Narine ran to hug him, far from the look of the strangers now. Hasmik 
was checking the rooms at full speed, blinded by excitement and euphoria. She 
stuck out the windows, crossed the corridors as possessed, her shouts of joy were 
heard from the lounge and her parents were listening with a moved smile. They 
would not have imagined, not even in their dreams, that life would bring them 
something like that. Oppenheimer felt more relaxed. 


—TI’m afraid we need to put everything in order -Narine said to her husband 


without separating her arm of his waist. 
—Before or after eating a burger? -They laughed and hugged each other again. 


Girls! Would you like to go out for dinner? The reply did not make him wait: a 
flat yes. 


—What do we do with the clothes? —Narine asked. 

—Don’t worry about it. 

—At least we can take a shower before leaving, right? It would do me good. 
—Of course yes. I will search for clean clothes in the boxes. 


—You won’t need to mess everything up -the wife of the scientist clarified 
while she pointed the boxes. The precision of the packaging was surprising: Narine’s 
clothes, Hasmik’s and Anna’s; Niels’ clothes, by degree of informality (Suits, dresses, 
jeans and casual clothes, etc.). And the same procedure with the rest of belongings. 


—lIn this case I will get something from our temporary wardrobe. 


The bathrooms were equipped with towels, soaps, shampoo, even shaving foam 
and razor blades for Niels and pieces adapted for Anna. The rest of the house had 
also been designed or remodeled attending to the specific needs of the child. While 
ladies were tidying up themselves, Oppenheimer went out to smoke a cigarette. It 
seemed like being in a diurnal fantasy to him. Clean and illuminated streets. 
Tranquility was breathed in the environment. In his two previous trips to the 
American planet he did not noticed it. No trace of the disoriented teenagers who 
armed themselves with a shotgun and annihilated half an institute, occupying — 
occasionally— front pages of newspapers and news programs. Maybe that was the 
simplification of the so boasted American dream: clean and illuminated streets and 
a broiler waiting for the arrival of an Armenian family. 


The girls were almost ready when Niels entered the house again. He should 
have been out more time than he imagined. He got the first thing he found on the 
same box and went to the shower. Water flowed in abundance without temperature 
falling down again and again. Oppenheimer did not remember to have had a 
shower like that in all his life. Even so, his thrifty mentality prevented him from 
being for long under the water. He checked the thickness of his beard and decided 
not to shave. He realized he did not know where the broiler was exactly. He did not 
ask it to the guy who recommended it. At worst, it would be a good pretext to 
inspect the area. 


The four of them went out full of enthusiasm. Anna was in her father arms, 
Narine could not hide her satisfaction and Hasmik... Well, Hasmik was a radar. She 
avidly absorbed information about the environment, in a flash. As they could not 
have adapted to the esthetic sensitivity of the American continent yet, it was quite 
obvious they were an immigrant family from an ethnic minority. What their 
neighbors could not guess, no matter how hard they tried, was that that people of 
humble appearance were, with all probability, the richest ones in the neighborhood. 


The older daughter was the first one to notice their dress betrayed them. It was not 
like she was ashamed about her origin, far from that, but she wanted to be part of 
the community as soon as possible, to be one more, to adapt rapidly. 

—Mom -she said—, would you like to go shopping tomorrow? -Suddenly she 
realized it was the first time in her life she asked something like that and she 
blushed. 

The mother immediately understood the reason of such a sudden wish and 
promised her that, when the guide should come, she would ask him where the 
shopping area for young people clothes was. And maybe we also fall down in the 
temptation, she added referring to Anna and herself. 

In effect, the Downtown-Grill-Beef-O-Rama was not very far. It was scarcely 
necessary to cross half a mille to find it. It was a typical American restaurant, with 
wood details, flags, some advertising neon and all proper paraphernalia from the 
country of bars and stars. The beer was very cold and the girls could refill their 
glass of soft—drinks as often as they wanted for free. Narine did not drink alcohol. 
Niels ordered an excellent entrecéte steak. The women opted for burgers and fried 
potatoes. They were delighted. They would never try a hamburger, potatoes and 
meat as those in their life again. They boasted of freedom flavor and cosmic justice. 
There were sauces at complete disposal of the clients as well sodas and coffees. Very 
nice waiters and, as they would see in the following days, the neighbors and people 
in general were very hospitable and friendly. Narine thought mass media had shown 
an erroneous idea about the United States, just exhibiting the madness of big cities, 
occasional misfortunes and megalomaniac and fatal decisions of some of their 
presidents. North America, nevertheless, was way more than New York or Los 
Angeles and president Crush. 

As the polite person he was, Oppenheimer interested to know some aspects 
about the life of his adoptive country. He knew it is customary to tip ten per cent of 
the bill. He tipped twenty. 

—Have you moved recently? -The waiter asked with a smile. 

—A few hours ago. 

—Where are you from? 

—From Armenia, in Europe. 

—I wish you a happy stay them in the United States. 

—Thank you very much. 

On their way back home, Niels encouraged his older daughter to break a bit 
free. Practicing her English would be great for her. The beds of their new house 
were excellent, soft and comfortable. They did not know the television schedule, so, 
once the girls went to bed, the adults decided to make love as ludic alternative. 

The following morning, about ten o’clock, a lady in her forties with rounded 
and rosy face called to their door. She was their personal assistant. 


—Good morning, I am Margaret Wachowski, your guide. 


—Nice to me you. Niels Oppenheimer —he added while shaking hands with her 
—. I will introduce you to my family. 


The woman wore as a explorer style and her manner was much closer than the 
manners of her colleagues. The Oppenheimers received her in the kitchen and 
offered a coffee she accepted with pleasure. 


—Narine, my wife, do not speak much English and neither does Anna -Niels 
informed. 


—Do not worry. It will not take a long for them to learn it. If you wish, we can 
provide a particular teacher. 


—We would be grateful for it. 


After breakfast, Margaret took them on her car, a shining black minivan. The 
bus stop Hasmik would use to go to high school and to midtown was only thirty feet 
from their house. It was possible to go on foot to the school of Anna. The guided 
tour took a couple of hours, after which, both older women expressed their desire to 
go shopping. Margaret Wachowski, American despite her peculiar surname, told 
them that most of the people went to the mall in the suburbs, the Big Mall. Niels 
preferred to wait for them in a cafeteria in the city, thinking he did not need 
anything. The women came back two hours later carrying loads of bags. Clothes, 
shoes, purses; an ode to consumerism they could not previously enjoy. Hasmik was 
already wearing her new clothes when they came. 


—You are beautiful -her father said proudly. The daughter received the 
comment with a broad grin. 


The truth is that the girl was spectacular. She had a typical Armenian beauty 
that would pleasingly surprise the inhabitants of Milwaukee. She had brown long 
hair, as her skin. Her eyes were dark, big and expressive, with almond shape. 
Something undoubtedly exotic in the middle of the United States. She was not too 
tall. Her physical proportions were just awesome. Oppenheimer was pretty sure she 
did not get his genes, at least regarding appearance. She looked more and more like 
Narine, who, in her youth, displayed an enviable bearing. He felt very lucky 
because a woman of such characteristics paid attention to him and became his wife. 
He adored her even more for the fact of facing adversity without a break, 
recovering from many difficult circumstances she suffered. As she was not able to 
study, she cultivated reading very hard. Maybe in a few months —when she would 
speak English fluently— she could graduate in comparative literature, her great 
dream. In his interior, Niels felt in debt with the woman who let him devote to his 
researches, supporting him on critical moments (and there were many of them), 
carrying out thankless child rearing tasks in a selfless way. He only wished to be 
able to give her back a bit of what she gave him. Thank goodness, the wheel of 
fortune was revolving in his favor. 


—What did you buy? —he asked Narine. 


She shyly showed a couple of dresses, a pair of pants, several shirts and two 
pair of shoes. 


—I’ve heard there are some fabulous hair salons around —Niels winked to the 
girls—. If you want to go, Anna and I might go around the toy store while you... 


Hasmik clasped her hands like praying and, without saying a word, showed the 
unequivocal teen gesture of «please, please, pleeeeease». The capitalist charm did 
not catch the Oppenheimer family, but Niels knew that living in constant privation 
is not good. He trusted his family enough to know their new position would not go 
to their head. 


—OK -the mother stated—. But you will be the one speaking with them. I don’t 
want to communicate by signs -she ordered his older daughter in tone of 
affectionate mock. 


—Deal! 
Both women said goodbye leaving all bags with Niels and Anna. 


—And what shall we do with all this now? —-he asked the girl, who shrank not 
knowing what to answer. 


Oppenheimer asked a security guard who was doing rounds if there were 
baggage lockers in the mall. The man answered that yes and he nicely offered to 
take them there after asking for a cart by walkie-talkie. «Americans must be more 
than used to people doing their purchases in stages», the physicist thought. The 
police officer led them to the baggage lockers and gave them a bracelet to collect 
the goods later, informing them, nevertheless, about their home delivery service. 
Niels thanked him and went with the girl to one of the toy stores in the mall. And of 
course, to the biggest one. 


Margaret Wachowski gave him a card with her cell phone number in case they 
needed anything. She suggested them, apart from that, a supermarket where they 
could find international products and ecological food at good price. The expression 
«good price» sounds good even to rich people. Being rich is not always synonymous 
of being idiot. Oppenheimer positively valued the attention and he let her know it. 
Being honest, he did not believe he will need her services again, though he was sure 
she would go to the house or call to know if everything was okay. His freedom was 
similar to the one an important protected witness has: the success of the mission 
depended on his safety and physical integrity, so that freedom was apparent, 
cosmetic. In any case, it was more relative than the one of the rest of the mortals. 
When somebody receives several million dollars, something like that is just mere 
collateral damage easy to deal with. Niels was thinking about these things on his 
way to the toy store. 


Anna went into ecstasies when they arrived to the establishment. It was like the 
paradise of children. Due to her disease, overprotection or who knows what, the girl 


had an introverted personality, expressing a considerable and unusual shyness. 
Father and daughter wandered around the corridors full of cuddly toys and dolls. 
The girl scarcely dared to touch a thing. 

—You can pick what you want —Niels said for Anna’s joy. 

The girl chose a doll and a big teddy bear. 

—Do you fancy a piece of chocolate cake? -The girl nodded— great, we will 
wait there for your mom and sister. 

While they were making short work of both pieces of cake and a few coffees for 
Niels, he realized it was not possible to say things like «meet you in the toy store» or 
«we'll pick you at the hair salon» in America, since, even in the most miserable mall 
in North America, there were millions hair salons, toy stores, cafeterias, etc. 
Americans did everything on a large scale, as they would verify one hour and a half 
later during their visit to the supermarket. The most remarkable thing of their 
expedition, according to them, was variety and size of things. Everything was big, 
loads of products; thousands of brands, colors and flavors; blue, green, viscous, 
frothy, sweet or salty refreshments. An absolute customization of products to fit any 
shopper. The fear of American retail merchant is the Rolling Stones releasing their 
new hit «Dissatisfaction». 

Oppenheimer tough waiting in one of the tables outside the cafeteria would be 
the best. Thus he could see, or had bigger probability, Narine and Hasmik. 
Fortunately, he did not have to wait long until he saw them appear with impeccable 
hair. Girls! He called them loudly in Armenian, while he moved his hand to call 
their attention. 

—Well, well. You look great. 

—Thanks —both of them answered in unison. 

—Do you fancy a coffee or a piece of cake? 


Narine seemed to be rejuvenated. More than because of her visit to the hair 
salon, it was due to the winds of change and the new perspectives life offered her. 


—I must admit I’ve started to like this country —Narine said while taking a seat. 
—lIt’s incredible, dad! Thank you for bringing us here. 
—What think you, Anna? —Niels asked. 


For an answer, that could not be more convincing, the younger daughter 
showed her two new purchases. Hasmik caressed her sister head. 


The rest of the idyllic week before visiting the facilities of Bunk went by 
without significant incidents. To tell the truth, without any. Hasmik went to high 
school, where she was very welcome. Anna enrolled a school which facilities and 
means were adapted to her needs. The couple, for their part, dedicated the week to 
organize the house and get used to the neighborhood and its surroundings, as well 
as to enjoy some short «vacation». Margaret Wachowski proposed Terry O’Sullivan 


as personal English teacher for Narine. Terry should be over his seventies -even if 
he looked to be over his eighties—, though the clarity of his pronunciation was 
enviable. He gave lessons of two hours every day in the house of the Oppenheimers. 
He was a tiny, very thin man, with thin hair and a very picturesque style though 
typically American. He wore wool argyle jackets, shirts of rough cotton and visible 
undershirt, chinos and suspenders. Sometimes he appeared with a small hat which 
gave him the looks of William Burroughs or with a black umbrella in sunny days 
and without risk of rains. Narine normally saw him putting out the end of a rolling 
cigarette before entering the house. 

As they advised, two days before the end of week, the men who escorted the 
family during the trip contacted Niels to remind him they would pick him up at 
eight o’clock on Monday morning. They recommended him to get clothes for one 
week. «Back to work», the physicist thought. 

Predictably punctual the two agents, or bodyguards, arrived to the house of the 
Oppenheimers at the stipulated hour. Niels was ready to go. He said goodbye to his 
wife. The girls had already left. 

—We recommend you to take it easy -the driver indicated—. It is a long trip. 
There is food and drinks at your complete disposal in the cooler. We can stop 
whenever you wish to. 

—Why did we not take a plane? 

—In this way we save time. 

The Hummer was fully equipped, immaculate and very comfortable. «I bet it all 
is armored», the scientist told himself. 

—If it is not too much, Mr. Oppenheimer, I would like to inform you about the 
program of your stay. Tonight we will stay in Lincoln and tomorrow at first light we 
will move to our center of research and development. There you will meet Mr. Ezra, 
the personal assistant of president Crush, who will guide you around our facilities 
and show you some things he wants you to see. 

—I already know Mr. Ezra —Niels Oppenheimer simply answered. 

They did three stops before arriving to Lincoln. Oppenheimer could confirm the 
roads in the United States had nothing to do with the European ones. They were 
much bigger and with a higher average of rails. There were barely no curves at all, 
and for the vehicle where he was travelling, neither was speed limit. 

They lodged at a very modern hotel, where the physicist took the opportunity 
to phone his wife. The three men had dinner in the restaurant of the hotel and 
retired to their rooms early. They had to be on their way at seven o’clock on the 
following day. 

One hour and a half later they arrived to the base. Ezra was waiting for them 
outside of the bunker smoking one of his usual Egyptian cigarettes. 


—Good morning, Mr. Oppenheimer. I am glad to see you here. How was the 


trip? What about your new house? 

—All good. -They shook hands and the assistant of the president invited him to 
go inside. 

—I would like to show you some drawings, Mr. Oppenheimer -his host told him 
right away. 

—You already know I’m not an engineer. 


—I know it. But it is worth for you to see this. I would like you to stay in touch 
with our team of designers. 


—Designers of what? 
—Let me offer you a coffee first. 


Both men entered a functional but very cozy room. Ezra served two coffees less 
exclusive than the ones he used to have. 

—As you might imagine, besides the energetic applications of your research, we 
are very interested in the arms aspect. Do not worry. We are trying to demolish no 
country or anything like that. We are creating a dissuasive system to protect us in 
case of eventual threats. 


—I’m afraid I don’t understand you 

—I don’t know if you are aware of questions related to international politics. 
The case is we are aware of the Chinese government planning an offensive in 
American territory and want to warm them about how erroneous is their position. 

—I will have a lock in WikiLeaks to see what they say about the matter. 

—You should not believe everything the mates of Mr. Assange spread. 

—I like to corroborate information. 

—You are free to do so —Ezra desisted with a gesture of disdain. 


—I warned you about my refusal to participate in warlike actions -the scientist 
continued. 


—I promise you there will be no blood spilling, Mr. Oppenheimer. It is only, 
and as I already said, a measure to protect us and we hope, in last instance, this 
matter will be solved through diplomatic channels. Even so, we want to be 
protected. That is the way politics and national security are. I hope you understand. 

—I insist I will not be part of any operation that could cause injuries. I am far 
from being the new Einstein, Mr. Ezra. 

—I’m sure you know he was not the first to envisage the possibilities of a 
nuclear chain reaction, if that is what you mean. Szilard and Wigner foresaw it 
before. You would also know that, despite holding the uncertain honor of being the 
inspiration of the Manhattan Project, he was not directly involved. Like you, Mr. 
Einstein was a declared and convinced pacifist. And that is why we beg you to value 
the importance of our prototype to avoid unnecessary risks and disasters. Otherwise, 
we already know how to make a nuclear bomb and it is not our goal right now. - 


Oppenheimer looked at him skeptically—. Interesting, who did take part was a 
gentleman called Oppenheimer. Maybe he was a distant relative? 

—No, sir. 

—I supposed -Ezra concluded sarcastically. 

The host connected a projector. Some drawings appeared on the screen. 

—Well, Mr. Oppenheimer, here is your atomic bomb. 

Niels thoroughly examined the image. At first glance, he could not relate what 
he saw with a nuclear weapon. But he neither could relate it to anything else. A set 
of lines, measurements and numbers, it was something incomprehensible for him. If 
there was at least some formula, he would have had a reference. But that way was 
impossible for him. 

—tThis evening you will meet our team of engineers and you could ask them all 
the questions you consider opportune. 

The cell phone of Ezra rang. He looked at the number, asked Oppenheimer to 
excuse him and left the room. The physicist took advantage of his absence to take a 
photo of the screen with his cell phone, making sure the photo resolution was high 
enough. He was seized with a sudden impulse and did not consider the possibility 
that it could cause subsequent problems. The room was filled with security cameras, 
so he managed them to adopt a difficult position for them to register his 
movements. Ezra came shortly after. He apologized again and invited him to see the 
rest of the facilities. On their way, Oppenheimer asked what he could exactly do 
with what they showed him. 

—It is my understanding that -Ezra answered—, there are some problems with 
the drawings you just saw. I will tell you without beating around the bush: the 
destructive potential of this mechanism is excessive and, as I already said, we do not 
intend to generate a weapon capable of damaging the ecosystem. The effects of an 
offensive with this prototype would be long-lasting, something we cannot afford. 
Then is when you appear on the scene. After all, it is the main contribution of your 
research, isn’t it? 

—Are you saying you want me to help you constructing an environmentally 
friendly nuclear weapon? 

—Doesn’t it sound good? A green nuclear weapon. What do you think? 

—Terrifying and incomprehensible. Why building something like that if it 
cannot fulfill its function? 

—It would totally fulfill it since its mission is to dissuade the Chinese 
government from attacking the American territory. 

—And wouldn’t you get the same just making them believe you have it even if 
you don’t? —Ezra smiled as if he were expecting that question. 

—It’s not the same, Mr. Oppenheimer, it’s not the same. Unfortunately, 
espionage is more than a mere practice of the past. By the way, we know each other 


for some time and I have always referred to you as «Mr.», being you a doctor... 


—lIt’s a name I deleted from my ridiculum vitae some time ago. The truth is that 
it has not been useful. You can keep calling me Mr. Oppenheimer with complete 
calm. Do you, by the way, normally change topics so easily? 


—lIt’s a purely rhetorical mechanism. Don’t get me wrong. 


—So let’s speak frankly: what the hell do you expect from me? -Ezra suddenly 
stopped and stared at him. 


—Mr. Oppenheimer, we want you to help us creating a toy capable of really 
scare the Chinese without endangering the planet. 

—TI have nothing against the Chinese and, besides, I love spring rolls. 

—Help us or maybe they will make spring rolls with our own flesh. Do you get 
it? 

For the first time, Ezra showed his fiercest and less decorous side. The beast and 
the gentleman in him lived harmoniously. His good manners could give way to a 
wild reaction in a few seconds. 


—And now -Ezra continued, if I may, I would like to show you where you will 
stay this week. 


Both men went to the elevator which would take them to the basement. 
Oppenheimer debated between asking why he had to sleep there for one week and 
not asking. Since he had not seen the underground facilities, he did not know where 
he would exactly stay. Staying at the military base was not a part of the deal and 
the attitude of Ezra suggested more a kind of moral kidnapping —at best— than any 
other thing. Who knew what they were capable of to get him collaborating with 
them? He realized of the frailty of his position and the real danger of being literally 
arrested in the middle of the desert. Nobody knew exactly where he was and, even 
if somebody did, they could not access to the building, not even to its surroundings. 
In fact, he became a masked prisoner. A prisoner who had no possibilities of 
escaping. A prisoner who nobody informed about his status or the reasons of 
imprisonment. A prisoner, as many others, without crime. He began to get nervous 
when he wondered what would happen if he refused to cooperate. Being all 
deported back to Armenia would constitute the lesser of the imaginable evils, the 
most inoffensive. «But a nation that paid several million dollars to a physicist 
counted on better and more persuasive arguments for sure», he thought. Those two 
minutes in the elevator were unbearable for him. Ezra did not even wink. 

Underground, Niels Oppenheimer discovered a completely finished city, a 
monstrosity with morbid beauty. The scientific and technological delight he felt was 
as intense as the revulsion before such aberration. The colonel and his men did their 
utmost to achieve it. 

—tThe gentlemen who accompanied you left your suitcase in your bungalow — 
Ezra clarified. 


—Do you really expect me to stay here? 

—Consider it an intensive seminar. A concentration of prestigious scientists — 
Ezra never missed an opportunity to show off his sarcasm. 

Ezra led his guest up to a small futurist car. Even though that jalopy moved at 
full speed Niels could see what was constructed down there: shops or something like 
that, a kind of micro-hospital, leisure places, a miniature golf course, apartments, 
bungalows... All quite aseptic but died of bright and lively colors, as a commercial 
of Ben and Jerry: naturally artificial. They stopped in a place that tried to imitate 
any neighborhood in any American small town; prefabricated little houses with 
synthetic garden, white fences and cozy design. 

—We've arrived —he announced. 

It did not give the impression nobody lived in the neighborhood at that 
moment. Ezra walked towards one of the bungalows followed by an obedient 
Oppenheimer. The house was simple and warm. The suitcase of the scientist was 
already there, in the bedroom. 

—You may have some problems with the mobile signal here, Mr. Oppenheimer 
—Ezra warned him. 

—And what if I want to phone my family? 

—tThere is a telephone office near here. Nevertheless, I didn’t say your cell 
phone won’t work, but there are points where it is more difficult to connect. 

Oppenheimer got the message: all calls would be intercepted by some system. 
The good intentions of the people Ezra represented began to collapse. The bunker 
did not exist externally so informing anybody about his location without triggering 
the alarms of the underground city was no easy task. From what he had seen, he 
was surprised because they did not drug him with the drinks of the icebox in the 
Hummer to make even more difficult for him to recognize the way to arrive there. 
He thought security measures were so strong that they intentionally afforded to 
omit that step, which was true. 

—What is all this? -Oppenheimer asked. 

—You can consider it the safest residence of the United States. 

—I don’t know who would like to live here, to be honest. 

—I guarantee you that more people than this place can host. -Ezra made a 
pause— would you like to take a shower or change your clothes? 

—lIt is not necessary, thank you very much. 

—In this case, we have some time. Maybe you would like to see the rest of the 
facilities. 

—I guess I have nothing else to do. 

Ezra showed him a telephone he could use to contact the central office and 
cleaning services, restaurant, medical assistance or anything he could need. And, of 


course, you will also be able to communicate with your family, sarcastically added 
the assistant of Crush. 


—Can we smoke down here? —Niels asked. 


—It is not recommended nor allowed in all rooms. You have ashtrays in your 
bungalow, which also have a quite effective smoke extractor. 


—And the tobacco? 


—We took the liberty to provide you with a few packs of your favorite 
cigarettes and lighters. 


—Very thoughtful... 


The look of the exterior was terrifyingly sublime. The dimensions of the 
construction were magnified due to its emptiness. There were no workers or any 
other inhabitant. Nobody. 


Ezra informed him that after eating —«It would be an honor if you joined me 
for lunch», those were the words of the host— they would meet with the engineers. 


—I would love to show you the pride of our architects and, by the way, of our 
president, who you will have the opportunity to meet in person. 


Ezra was behind the wheel of one of the karts driving to the Swimming pool. 
Niels did not miss a trick. Once there, Ezra pressed a button and the lights went on 
together with a sound that went missing in the darkness. 

—Welcome to the Swimming pool, Mr. Oppenheimer -Niels was absorbed. 

—Would you be so kind to explain me what is this? 

—You don’t want to run out of water, right, Mr. Oppenheimer? It is a small 
deposit. 

—A small deposit? 


—tThat is it. Would you like spring rolls for lunch? Do you know what? I also 
love them. 
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Klaus Zimmermann and Ezra were face to face, sat on the armchairs of a small 
room of the first floor. They look at each other without saying a word. Klaus was 
disconcerted. Ezra was waiting for some question or reproach. 


—Isn’t it too much water, Mr. Ezra? 
—You never know what can happen in the future, Mr. Zimmermann. 
—And what am I suppose to do with it? To add chlorine? 


—At first, you start with some calculations. We are not used to work with so 
big quantities of water in controlled environments, one of your specialties. Our 
chemists will be able to give you more precise information, though in general we 
want the stored water to keep all its properties and to be drinkable at all times. It is 
a matter of precision, nothing else. 

—Do you want to engage in the water business? This doesn’t look like a 
bottling plant, to be honest. 


—Let’s say the Swimming pool is a huge bottle itself. 
—I’m afraid you are all nuts, if I may be colloquial and bold. 
—I respect your point of view, though I don’t share it, Mr. Zimmermann. 


Klaus brought the topic of his lodging into contention, saying he did not have 
the impression of seeing any «hotel» around. 

—wWe prepared a bungalow just for you right here. 

—Am I staying in a hole? Brilliant. -Zimmermann did not suppress a gesture of 
annoyance. 

—Finish up your coffee and I will show you. 

The biologist gulped down his drink and stood up. «I cannot wait to see it», he 
added without concealing the irony on his comment. Both men crossed again the 
same circuit full of elevators, corridors and paths severely signaled, with one 
difference, this time, their destination was the area of luxury housing and not the 
Swimming pool. Ezra showed the scientist his room. 

—Great! -Klaus exclaimed after throwing a glimpse around— I missed a place 
without neighbors. 

—Not for long -Ezra added—. Another guest will arrive today. He will lodge 
there -he said pointing another bungalow very close to his. 

—Do you believe we will be able to do a barbecue herein? You know, to 
welcome him to this paradise. 

—Please let our kitchen service take care of it. This way your clothes will not 
smell of smoke. 


—You are right. -Zimmermann forced a smile. 

—In order not to lose time, I will take you to the lab. There you will meet the 
rest of your team. 

—«My» team? —Klaus asked. 

—Yes, you will be in charge. 

—Listen, I came to spend a few days off hoping your leave me in peace one and 
for all. I will lead no team. I had the university for that and, you see, I left. 

—I’m afraid you will have to stay longer than expected, Mr. Zimmermann. 

—Doctor Zimmermann, if you do not mind. -Ezra smiled with disdain. 

—Doctor Zimmermann —he said sarcastically. 

Zimmermann found himself taking refuge in an academic degree he hated to 
keep some of his dignity. He immediately suspected his worse predictions could 
come true. «How can I be so stupid?» He thought. His false arrogance denoted fear. 
And Klaus Zimmermann was not exactly a coward, but that situation would have 
put anyone in alert. The biologist looked up. A blinding light blocked the vision of 
the ceiling. A firmament made with a white light like the one UFOs emitted in 
television when they were about to abduct a distracted walker. In some way, the 
underground fortress was quite similar to the popular recreation of a flying saucer 
interior -as if someone knew they had saucer form—. It was like being inside the 
Discovery, but in dark version and with more than a hundred feet of height. Only 
HAL 9000 and some monkeys fighting with bones were missing. The Astroturf 
bordering the modular houses called Klaus’ attention. 

—Nice gardens —-he indicated—. But, I insist, I don’t believe they need that 
much water. 

—Though you may not believe it, Doctor Zimmermann, we have a small garden 
down here. Hydroponic farming. 


—You miss no detail. 

—I am aware how impressive it must be to you, but I assure you it is necessary. 
—Necessary for whom? 

—For yourself, for example. 

—If you say so... 

—Well, if you have no more questions, I will show you the lab. 


The head of Klaus was full of questions. However, he knew discussing with Ezra 
would make no sense. He humbly followed him to one of the karts and admired the 
underground landscape: stores of unknown content, some kind of office building, 
paddle tennis courts, a playground area, some cafeterias and restaurants and 
something like a supermarket. As they were approaching to what seemed to be their 
destination, showy colors and nice sets led to functional and cold structures. They 
stopped in a small esplanade. At both sides, transparent security doors enable the 


access to several departments. This way, Ezra indicated. Zimmermann followed him. 
They entered another labyrinth with a greenish, clinical light. The lab was 
ultramodern. Six men decked with white dressing—gowns were waiting for him. He 
recognized none of them. Four of them should be under their thirties. 

—Gentlemen, I would like to introduce you to doctor Klaus Zimmermann. From 
now on, he will be the main manager of the project. 

The men moved towards to shake hands with him and introduce themselves. 
Klaus did not know what to say. Looking at their faces, he wondered again the same 
old question, the one he had not been able to answer in his life: why did scientists 
preferred -subsidized by the governments— to investigate how to save water when 
focus on developing desalination plants would be way more rational? After 
everything, the planet did not lack in water considering this element covers more 
than seventy per cent of the Earth’s surface. 

—It is an honor for us to count on your presence. You are quite an institution - 
the older one commented, probably the previous person in charge of the research. 
Zimmermann nodded, making him understand there was no need of such formality 
and that he wanted to examine all planes and reports as soon as possible. 

—I leave you in good hands, doctor Zimmermann. I must deal with another 
matter. They will duly update you. —after saying this, Ezra left the lab. 

The older man gave Klaus a dossier which he immediately checked. At first 
glance there was no mistake in the calculations so the insistence of the agents of 
Bunk seemed unnecessary to him. His presence was not justified, since those 
gentlemen did their work well. He preferred, nevertheless, not to comment it and 
went along with them. He told himself he had to discover the real reason why they 
tried to recruit him at all costs, determining they had little to do with the researches 
that the team carried out. 

—You made a brilliant work. 

—Thank you very much, doctor Zimmermann. 

—What problems have you found? 


The six researchers observed him without knowing what to answer. Klaus 
examined the lab again while he was waiting for a response. Getting back to the 
conversation, he indicated that, in those conditions, water might remain intact for 
several years, even more than a decade. After this period, and with the necessary 
treatments, it could maintain its qualities much longer. 

—Well, as you would understand, I will need more time to rigorously evaluate 
the report. 

—If you wish to start right now, you have a table there —-one of the young men 
informed him. 

Klaus Zimmermann acted as if he approved, when the truth is he was 
increasingly feeling that the call of Bunk was a trap. Knowing the real purpose of 


the project was the heart of the matter. They were carrying out no public research 
convenient to interrupt. There was nothing incorrect in the dossier of those 
scientists or anything he needed to repair. He was, however, member of an 
environmental organization which interests were far away from those of Bunk. The 
most logical and reasonable was to think they discovered him. Why, therefore, take 
him to the heart of the project? He was missing some detail and the only thing left 
was to keep waiting to find out. On the other hand there was the bunker. Was it 
necessary to finance such a complex only to test water properties? It was hard to 
believe. 

Zimmermann occupied his desk and prepared to read the dossier they delivered 
him thoroughly. The report did not show the slightest mention of the context in 
which the experiments were carried out nor the immediate purpose. The reference 
statements presented a general nature, typical of science, regardless of the existence 
of the analyzed object. A project full of prior synthetic judgments that materialized 
in a giant raft inside an underground fortress. 

—Boys -Klaus called, using an informal tone—, could someone tell me the 
extension of these facilities? 

—wWe only know this sector. It is said there are some more, but we are not 
really interested, doctor Zimmermann —one of the young researchers answered. 


—A group of scientists without curiosity... What a contradiction, isn’t it? 


—Our Department is here and we do not often have the occasion to go for a 
walk around -the most veteran corrected. His answer honored him, Klaus thought. 
He stood up for his men and that is what a good chief must do. Although he was 
now the maximum responsible, he did not insist because of the respect for courage 
of his predecessor. 

Discreetly, Zimmermann took a look at the dates. He wanted to know how long 
the project was running. Ten years from the beginning, seven from the beginning of 
the works. «In seven years, with a good team, many things can be done», Klaus told 
himself thinking more about the facilities than about the studies which conclusions 
they just provided him with. A shy member of the team, while processing some data 
on a computer, said he loved an article written by Zimmermann about water saving 
and conservation in rural areas. 

—Thank you very much... sorry I forgot your name. 

—Tomita, doctor Zimmermann. 

—Japanese? 

—My parents are Japanese. I was born in the United States. 


—Fine, Tomita. I would take the occasion to beg you all not to add «Doctor 
Zimmermann» to every sentence, okay? I also respond to the name of «Klaus» and I 
would prefer us to address each other by our names, if you have no objection. —He 
liked to create a familiar environment from the beginning. 


—Very well Klaus. If it is not an indiscretion, can I ask why you left the 
University? 

—Good question. And the answer is: because these guys of Bunk kept calling 
me, being a real pain in my neck and I did not trust them at all. What do you think? 
Nevertheless look, here I am now. —The scientists looked each others, surprised, 
reaction that motivated Zimmermann to smooth his declarations—. I wanted to be 
away from telephones, emails, colleagues, academic life, articles, even if they are to 
Tomita’s liking, to be able to enjoy nature. How did they recruit you? 

—We were part of a research group at the University of Wisconsin-Madison. — 
Klaus suffered a sudden shock. 


—So you must know Doctor Burt Kutcher, right? -And again the men look each 
other perplexed—. He is a good friend of mine. 

—Of course we know Kutcher, who doesn’t? 

For a moment, Zimmermann kept silent. He was not sure about wanting to 
know the answer to the question he was about to ask. He looked up at the ceiling 
and held the position for a few seconds. He gently touched the volume they gave 
him to examine. Burt Kutcher. Everybody knows Burt Kutcher. 

—Was Kutcher aware of these activities? 

—kKlaus -the principal ex—researcher intervened—, are you okay? 


—I came this morning and I’m afraid I’m still a little disoriented. Did Kutcher 
know any of this? 

—He was the director of the project in Wisconsin. —a shiver ran down the spine 
of the biologist. 

—Why isn’t he here? 

—We began to develop on our own, and under Burt’s orders, the line of 
research. Kutcher, as you might know, was very interested in issues regarding 
storage and preservation of water. With all due respect, he was obsessed with lakes. 
Some time later, a few guys of the Hydrological Department contacted us. They 
wanted us to join a national project closely related to our approach. Burt had his 
reservations. Finally he encouraged us to join them, though he didn’t accept the 
call. He said he would keep in touch with us regularly and he has been doing it 
since then. 

—Are you authorized to transfer information to him? 

—Right. 

Kutcher knew the structure of Bunk but he said nothing about it. The 
consequences of this discovery were huge and terrible at the same time. Klaus began 
to tie up loose ends: Burt knew his domicile and in addition he concealed vital 
information for the resistance. The conclusion soon appeared in his mind: Burt 
Kutcher was, allegedly, an infiltrator. Zimmermann tried to erase that thought of his 
mind. He did not have enough proofs and did not want to rush. Maybe Kutcher was 


trying to protect them from something or to verify more tracks to be sure of the 
plans of Bunk or the Hydrological Department. He had to meet him, but how? He 
would not even know how to go to his bungalow, so locating his colleague of the 
University of Wisconsin from there would be almost impossible. 

—Do you sleep here? -he asked the members of his team. He got a negative 
reply—. Well, I have been told that supper is great down here. 

He could not hide his pain. They confined him to a hole, thousand miles away 
from his family, controlled, isolated, though perfectly attended. A prison with 
golden bars. He hoped Ezra to be back on time to take him to his «new house». 

—Tonight I’ll take this to my apartment to calmly read it —Klaus said. 

—You cannot take these documents away from here -the old man informed. 

—I didn’t say I am going to take them away. Now I live here. In addition, as 
new main researcher, I possess a series of privileges I'll use. I hope you don’t get me 
wrong. The trip was long and I don’t want to give a vague answer to your reports. 
Respect for other people’s work is a principle for me -Zimmermann stood up—. Can 
someone tell me if there is a coffee machine around? 

If he had to spend some time in that place, nothing better than using the 
opportunity they offered and to take a few clear photos in the privacy of his home. 


18 


There we were the four of us: Maribel and I turned into human waste, my 
brother in pajamas and Fela wearing a robe and smoking Gauloises. Maurice 
preferred the Gitanes, maybe because of the Spanish echo of flamenco comb and 
mantilla they had. I tried to explain to them the surrealistic string of events that 
took us up to there. 


—Kid brother —Maurice said—, you always liked to ask for trouble. 

—True. But in this occasion I’ve been helped. 

—Maribel, would you like to put on one of my robes while I wash your clothes? 

—I’d really appreciate it. 

Maurice stood up and went to his room. Fela looked at us a bit disconcerted. 

—Your girlfriend is very pretty —he said. 

—I’m not his girlfriend —Maribel clarified. 

—Yes she is -I corrected. Maribel looked at me obliquely. 

Maurice came back with a silk robe with Japanese design. 

—We bought it in our last trip to Tokyo. It will suit you perfectly. -Maribel 
went to the bathroom to get changed. 

—You can get changed here -I said to her while she was leaving—. They won’t 
care. 

—But you will -I heard her saying from the bathroom. 

—I see you two get along very well —my brother said lowering his voice and 
with a knowing smile. I moved my head with resignation. 

Maribel came back wearing the robe. Indeed she was looking good, I said to 
myself. She sat again in her place. She stroked her hair. She was not uncomfortable, 
but it looked like she felt a bit strange. Fela took the dirty clothes to the washer. 

—TI’ll do it -Maurice said. 

—Don’t worry. Stay with them. I guess you have things to talk about. 

—Thanks, Fela. 

—Yours is affinity. -I hit back at him, though he was winning by a landslide. 

With as much subtlety as possible, I mentioned the danger we were all in, even 
them, asking him to keep us a bit isolated. Maurice told us they had a shed perfectly 
prepared as guesthouse, not without showing his incredulity regarding my 
statement. It was inside his plot but far enough to have some intimacy and margin 
to hide in case someone appeared there asking for us. 

Fela came with vanilla and rooibos tea for everyone. I imagined him hunting 
lions in the jungle to the sound of an imaginary selection of hits from Mulatu 


Astatke or of his homonym Fela Kuti (what about «Roforofo Fight» or «Expensive 
Shit»?), though I am afraid he would have killed no wild animal. His mother was 
French and he doctorated in sociology in the Sorbonne. He personally met Bourdieu 
and kept some regular contact with Gilles Lipovetsky. Big companies used to 
contract him to do market researches and he was loaded. Frankly, I liked to chat 
with him and I believed my brother was really lucky to find a man as Fela. 

Suddenly, I thought Maribel would have also sent her underwear to wash and 
excited thinking that, probability, she would sleep naked next to me. After all, 
maybe going to Paris was not a bad idea. I imagined myself being Michel from 
Pickpocket by Bresson when, through the bars of the jail cell, he kisses Jeanne and 
says to her: «To reach you at last, what a strange path I had to take.». So far away 
so close and vice versa. I smiled as a fool and nobody could explain why I had this 
reaction. 

—I think we have already disturbed you a lot. Could you tell us where the shed 
is? 

Our hosts stood up and accompanied us to a cozy and perfectly equipped little 
house: telephone, double bed, icebox, a small kitchen, bath with towels, spare 
sheets, heating, and television. Everything. 

—You'll tell me tomorrow how your life is going, apart from last few weeks 
that, I see, were more than busy —Maurice said. 

—Deal. 


—I leave a suit, a pair of jeans and a couple of shirts and brand new underwear. 
-I was glad my brother had the same size than me though he was a bit taller, and, 
above all, good taste. 


—Perfect, little brother. I don’t want to keep you awake. 
—You already did it, bastard —-Fela said. 


—In that case I suggest you to fuck with my brother for a while. This way you'll 
sleep easier. 


—Good to see you continue as always. 
—It’s my secret against aging. —Fela smiled. 


Maurice and his husband left us alone. Maribel did not hesitate for an instant to 
take a relaxing shower. I proposed to join her, but she elegantly rejected it. 


—tThen don’t forget to remove the hair when you finish. I don’t like to see the 
drain clogged. -I got no other response than the water of the shower running. 


I proudly noticed my brother took advantage of the opportunities life offered 
him. He had always been more pragmatic than me. 


I proposed Maribel to go shopping the following day and she agreed. Her voice 
came from the bathroom. 


—Can I use the bath now? 


—One second. Now. 

We crossed in the door and I showed her my best smile. 

—Don’t make me suffer any more -I asked her. She gave me a pat on the butt 
and went out to the lounge. 

—I’m curious to see you wearing jeans -I heard her saying. 

Once I had a shower, I was ready to get into bed. She remained standing 
doubtful. Finally, she decided to get rid of the robe. I was certain: she sent her 
underwear to wash. I could contemplate Maribel for the first time in all her 
brilliance and I assure I was not defrauded. I have been with many women along 
my life, but what I saw left me without speech. Undoubtedly, Maribel was of 
another species. Her exercised body cut my speaking faculties. 

—Are you going to sleep in underwear? -she asked me. 

—I don’t think so. 

In this way began the more fantastic night of sex I preserve in my memory. As a 
gentleman, I will not go into the details, though still today, and in these delicate 
moments, this memory makes me shake. 


On the following morning we were different, new people. We decided we would 
use the public transport. We could not run the risk of being detained in a routine 
control or anything similar. While we were walking to Maurice house, Maribel 
made a comment forcing me to admit that, despite my good intentions, I 
underestimated her intelligence. How did Junco know there was an informer? Did 
someone tell him? Who? And in such short time? It is evident, she added, he could 
play a dirty trick on us. And I could do nothing but admit she was right. There I 
was, wearing jeans and thinking about what Maribel had just said. 

Maurice and Fela were already dressed. It smelled of coffee and toasts with 
butter. We said good morning and sat at the table. 

—What are your plans for today? 

—We must do some shopping. We’ll go to the center. 

—Very good idea. 

—By the way, Maurice, the robe you let Maribel was seriously yours? 

—I’m gay, Ledn, don’t you remember it? 

—No, I was saying it because I’d like you to bring me one the next time you 
visit Japan... in addition, your sexual orientation is aberrant enough as not to 
notice. You are married with a black man who lives with you, do you remember? -I 
ironically repeated. 

—Any problem with the brothers? —Fela asked from another room. 

—It depends -I answered—. If they are like you... 

Fela brought Maribel clothes washed and ironed. What conditioner would they 


use? It smelled fantastic. 


—We’re pleased to have you around -the husband of my brother said while he 
took my shoulder and kissed my head. 


—Leave me, pain! —-The truth is that I also felt happy to be with them. 


—Well -Maurice interrupted us—, each one to his tasks. Do we meet for dinner 
then? 


—It’ll be a pleasure. 


The couple said goodbye and left. We continued finishing our breakfast. 
Maribel dressed in front of me. We had overcome shyness. 


I thought it was interesting and necessary to adopt some security measures: We 
would daily check the newspapers to search for publications about wanted people. I 
proposed to change our look: I, for my part, would let my beard grow on the style 
«George Clooney». Maribel agreed to dye her hair. We would follow the movements 
of our accidental friends by email. Apparently insignificant details could save our 
lives or, at least, keep us free for a longer while. 


I knew the area perfectly, despite not remembering the rehabilitated granary, so 
I knew there was a bus stop quite close to the house. At the risk of sounding like a 
provincial, for me Paris concentrated its secret in Montmartre and Saint-Germain- 
des—Prés. A coffee at Flore or Les Deux Magots? No, no. Excessively touristic. 
Nevertheless, there was a deep irony in peregrinating to both places. Pro— 
communist intellectuality from early to middle 20th century, the artistic and 
cultural Bohemia, met in places that, with the passing of time, would turn into 
centers of the tackier, most decadent and outdated bourgeoisie. Sentences as 
«Picasso is a communist, neither am I» —fruit of the brilliance of Dali—, or the 
verses —very censured by Lukacs— of some members of The Frankfurt School in the 
«Grand Hotel Abyss», with headquarters in Pacific Palisades, between Los Angeles 
and Santa Monica, made me adopt a critical stance regarding the goodness and 
coherence of the left—wing. I know I have loads of prejudices with almost all 
groups: leftists; druggies; immigrants, rather to annoy than to any other reason; 
homosexuals, to get on my brother’s nerves. In honor of the truth, I really get along 
with them, I have even gotten confused with one of them -which deeply worries 
me, though I attribute it to ignorance and lack of culture of the ones who think this 
way—; the Lisas Simpson; the gutter punks and hippies; the cyclists; the neoliberal 
women, in spite of the big favor they always did to me; the Frenchies... In other 
words, I do not get along with half of the world, especially with the people who 
look like me. I hate those human beings. A therapist might detect some inferiority 
complex or child trauma caused by my paternal experience. I, nevertheless, 
attribute it to excess of movies of Dirty Harry and Charles Bronson during my 
childhood and adolescence. They seem to have a varied effect in the viewer, since 
my brother saw them with me and he turned out gay. I believe I already said that, 
didn’t I? I guess I would like to use these last moments to make a confession: as a 


teenager, I did not score. I was so weird and always buried in books that everyone, 
even my gay brother, stole my girls. That fact made me develop a kind of 
generalized resentment that, during my adult life, I tried to alleviate by having a 
seductive and arrogant attitude. Now I can say I feel sorry about it. Yes, I regret it. I 
lost many things I will never be able to recover again. Damn fucking pose. 


—Let’s go to Montmartre. I know a great hair salon there —Maribel proposed. I 
forgot she spent more time in Paris than me. 


—Sure. 


I could verify in Paris the thing about the fortune of the family of my partner 
was not a rumor. They knew her in the most exclusive boutiques and her pulse did 
not tremble to unleash her credit card. I waited for her in a nearby coffee shop 
while she changed her look in the hair salon. I saw her coming three hours later 
with her hair colored in red. A light orange color and curls that leave me breathless 
for the second or third time in a few hours. 


—Your hair would match my purple sheets. 
—We will see -she added. 

—You are very hot, do you know it? 

—Of course I do, my dear caveman. 


I remember «Substitute» by The Who was playing. Maribel ordered a cafe au lait 
in perfect French. 

—wWill you marry me? 

—Are you kidding? 

—Why not? I see no impediment. Am I worse than the useless of Lucho? —«But 
I’m a Substitute for another guy / I look pretty tall but my heels are high / The 
simple things you see are all complicated / I look pretty young, but I’m just back- 
dated, yeah». 


—I still have to check it. For now I can say you fuck better than I imagined. 
—tThat’s the base of any relation with continuity prospect. 

—Le6n, you are totally mad. 

—And you love it, right? 

Maribel smiled and answered with a simple «yes». 

—Do I fuck better than Lucho? -I insisted. 

—Do not be crappy, please. -I turned up my nose disapproving. 

—Votre café, Madame. -The waiter left the coffee on the table of the terrace. 
—NMerci beaucoup. 


I really loved to hear her speaking French. I told her that, after the time she 
made me wait, it would probably be appropriate to move to Créme de Cassis. 


—Don’t you think the wait worth it? -she replied naughtily caressing her curls. 


I examined her up and down and offered her a cigarette. 


From my side I wasted no time either. I dived in several newspapers 
discovering, for my satisfaction, there was no track of arrest warrants in the news. I 
brought up the subject of the informer. Indeed, that detail went unnoticed but was a 
key element. Within hours someone located Junco and warned the agents of Bunk 
who, necessarily -I thought so—, followed him from Madrid. Or could it be a 
coincidence? Understanding by «coincidence» the agents were already pursuing us 
and the call of the tattletale precipitated the capture, moreover, making, them kill 
two birds (three) with one stone. I did not find this interpretation very reasonable. 
If so, the gorillas would have come straight to our houses —which could be upside 
down by now—. 

—His girlfriend knew he would come to look for us —Maribel said. 

—Yes, but, do you think a girlfriend would do something like that? 

—If she is tired of the absence of her partner, who knows. Seriously, I don’t 
believe she did it. I don’t know her, but it’s female intuition. 

—I don’t believe it either. 

—Most likely they followed us all this time —-Maribel continued—. As I see it, 
Bunk put these agents instead of the ones who went to the draft so we could not 
recognize them. What happened with Enrique was apparently by chance. Someone 
wanted to set a trap for him. 

—I don’t think that’s a solid argumentation -I refuted—. There must be 
«something else». I don’t have the impression of these guys groping in the dark. — 
For the first time in a long time, my words seemed to recover some seriousness. The 
impression of always being joking temporarily disappeared. My tongue gave a rest 
focusing on the latte, and my body as a whole focusing on the body of Maribel. 

—Frankly, I don’t know what to say. 

—I suppose you'll find the solution. We’re not running out of time. 

Showing a concern I was not used to, I asked my partner if it would not be 
better to call the draft to say we would be away for some time. Tomorrow is 
another day, Maribel answered. 

We spend the rest of the day walking along the most interesting places of Paris. 
It can be rather corny, but it never fails. No woman can resist the allure of The City 
of Light, even if she lived there for a long time. «Miss Sarajevo» of The Passengers, 
the ghost group of U2 and Brian Eno, was in the air, that is, inside my head. A 
delightful tour around Pont Neuf, the banks of the Seine, the cemetery of 
Montparnasse. More Beckett, Cortazar and Sartre and less Pére-Lachaise (sorry for 
Jim Morrison, Wilde, the crappy Proust and his distinguished and famous friends for 
the whole eternity). Upon reflection, I always thought Sartre was a bore -I prefer 
Camus— and from Beckett I liked that photo close to the containers, but, to be 
original, the cemetery of Montparnasse was more exotic. And, since not everything 


had to be dismal, nothing better than a few Pastis near Place de la Concorde. 

—I never liked this drink —-Maribel said after drinking the aniseed. 

—Why didn’t you ask for something different? Absinthe maybe. 

—I wanted to prove my point thinking many things don’t change no matter 
how much time goes by. 

—Words of Parisian philosopher -I said emulating the accent of French people 
speaking Spanish. 

—Do you like philosophy? 

—In fact I considered studying it when I was young. 

—You a philosopher? You totally hide it. 

—tThat’s the point, pretty. -Maribel gave me a nice look of condescension. 

—And how did you end up being a journalist? 

—What I really wanted to be was a writer. I finished graduating in compared 
literature, but one thing is to know and another one is to know how. I wrote some 
stories that interested no editor. I lost hope. If I couldn’t sell a few short tales, how 
could I dare to write with a novel? In addition, to be sincere, I had no many ideas. 
About literature I still love reading. It’s the only thing I keep. 

I lighted a cigarette hoping it will remove my sudden discomfort. I was opening 
old wounds from my past again. I am not used to take pity on me, but, on second 
thought, my personal story was prototypical: bourgeois loser missed the occasion to 
get rich with the business of an already dead father and ended up in a shitty 
newspaper writing about things he did not give a damn. 

—What about those stories? What were they about? 

—They were about stupid things, what else? I burned them. I burned 
everything. 

—You burned everything... so enigmatic. Anyway, my dear Ledén, don’t you 
think you have enough material for a good novel? 

I deeply inhaled on a cigarette and looked Maribel in the eyes. 

—Maybe in another life. 

—What other life? 

—As I said, a French philosopher. Two absinthes, please! -The waiter nodded 
from another table. 


That night we had dinner with my brother and his husband. Fela prepared a 
tasty African dish (what was its name? how could I remember it now?) and Maurice 
took care of the dessert. As for me, I pulled the always healthy prank of getting 
wine from the competence to go with the dishes. We caught up on our lives and got 
drunk at the same time. As alcohol was having higher impact on us, the 
conversation became more entertaining. We even joke about our father, Michel 


Poiccard. Michel Poiccard? Wasn’t that personage who Belmondo interpreted in 
Breathless?, Maribel asked. That’s right, Maurice answered. A name as bittersweet as 
appropriate for the personage in question, I added. This is what you find at the end 
of the road, friend, a big house and a broken family. We are not a broke family, 
Maurice corrected me. After everything, we are still together. Nice words and 
reproaches to our deceased mixed equally. Maurice reconciled with the villain of 
my father. I, as it was evident, believed that I would never do it. 

Once we finished the desserts and drank several liquors, my brother led us to 
the lounge and put something on the DVD. It was a reproduction of digitized tapes 
recorded in super 8. My brother, my mother, my father and I were playing. We were 
small, very small. Those images were full of happiness, something incomprehensible 
for me, since I did not remember those moments. I was in the arms of my father. 
Why did he leave us? We will never know. 

—Brother, I’m feeling depressed. 

—Come on, Le6n, it’s time to bury the hatchet. 

I lighted a cigarette not to reply. Maribel and Fela contemplated the video 
staying on the edge. They abstained from commenting. It was a private movie. 

—How pretty mom was -I said. 

—You look like her -—Maurice mentioned—. I, nevertheless, am identical to our 
father. —Mom, father. Differences in treatment due to familiarity. Yes, our father 
was a stranger for us. Now I knew something else: he had good taste for shirts—. I 
have something that may interest you. 

—What is it? 

—One second. -My brother went to another room. He came back with a 
wooden box and gave it to me. I opened it carefully. There was a clock inside. 

—What is this? 

—It’s dad’s clock. I thought you’d like to keep it. 

Dad? I took the clock carefully and examined it. A perfectly maintained 
Breguet. I waved it to activate the automatic mechanism, which was visible on the 
back part. 

—lIt’s a jewel, but I don’t want to keep it. -I put the clock in the box and I gave 
it to my brother. 

—It’s a Breguet! —Maurice exclaimed. 

—It’s the Breguet of my father and, as you must know, if I didn’t consent to be 
participant of a company which would have allowed me to buy several clocks 
myself, I’m not going to take the fucking clock. 

—Boys, let’s not ruin the party —-Maribel said—. It’s only a clock, and very nice, 
by the way. 


—Listen your girl, man -Fela added. 


—Okay, but Pll sell it! -I concluded. 


They all knew I would not do it. In such an acrid way I reconciled with my 
father and, why not admit it, with all my past. In a few weeks I was with a 
wonderful woman, met my brother, and lived mad adventures. I was even dreaming 
about writing again. I could not care less about the old man leaving us. Probably he 
had his reasons. I could never ask him. I only had one thing left to do, I told myself: 
not to be like him. Or, at least, not to act like he did. It is curious how redemption 
waits around the corner, without big acts or exclamations. One can be liberated 
without much ado. 

—Do you want to be part of the wine business? —My brother and his jokes. 

—I prefer to drink it. In addition, that wine you produce, is simply... —I 
measured my words, looked at Maurice and smiled—... marvelous. —My brother 
stood up and hugged me. 


—tThis is my brother. 
—I believe it’s time to leave -I announced. 


On the way to our design shed I asked Maribel if she would buy me the clock. 
Evidently, I got a negative answer. Luckily, the scene of the previous night would be 
repeated. I wished so. 


The next two months went by in a heartbeat. We lived as a real couple. It was 
clear Maurice and Fela were happy with our presence. I even began to like French 
people. Occasionally, my mind came back to the night of the clock -which was now 
in my wrist— in my thoughts, even if I preferred to forget, not to listen to reason 
and just feel the positive side of the matter. 

My beard had grown considerably and it did not suit me bad at all, though it 
made me look older. The cold arrived and, for a Mediterranean spirit, it was a bit 
annoying. Fortunately, our place was well equipped and nights were hot in all 
senses. We still wondered from time to time if we should contact Junco to check on 
him, if he was still free. We checked the emails once a week. No news. Until one 
morning a new message appeared on the screen. The sender was our new old friend 
Enrique Junco, using the nickname Geekologic. 

The one who blows was identified. 

We knew what he meant: the infiltrator was identified. We were quite surprised 
because he did not say the name of the guy. For the moment, we knew Junco was 
still alive and kicking and capable of sending emails. 

Paris was full of posters of the next Biennial show. A girl with the looks of Pippi 
Langstrump decorated the city. She should be the «pet» or the corporate image of 
the event. I told Maribel I would like to go if we were still there and she agreed. 
From the windows of the cybercafé we could see a big panel announcing the 


exhibition. 

—What should we answer to Junco? —Maribel asked. 

—The truth. I don’t know. 

We realized our IT was making us participants of a story we were actually 
trying to escape. To know or not to know, that was the question. 

I was dying to know. How did they find him? Why did he do it? And, of course, 
who was he? 

Who dares to open Pandora’s Box? 

The eccentric and bombastic tone of the message seemed adequate for us. We 
were supposed to act as spies, using key language and all the protocol. I was afraid, 
we would soon start using such terms as «alibi», «warrant», «hiding place, 
«allegedly», etc. That one had its funny side, though the «alleged» result was to end 
up in jail. 

By instinct, I wrote «Bunk WikiLeaks» on Google without much success. 

—WikiLeaks... —Maribel said—. I think I should visit a friend. I’d rather go 
alone. 

—Why so much secrecy? 

—lIt is a matter of safety. 

—Our? 

—No, Henri’s. Don’t worry, he is an inoffensive hacker. -That comment calmed 
me a bit. If he was a hacker, he was ugly—. He works for Facebook, but he has 
other inclinations, so to speak. -I hoped such inclinations had nothing to do with 
her—. I know he collaborated with WikiLeaks in several occasions. Probably he 
could tell me something. How didn’t it come to me before? 

—You were too busy thinking about me. 

—Sure. —a fleeting smile showed in her face to suddenly disappear. 

—As you wish. If you want to visit Henri alone, do it. 

—I must warn him before. He doesn’t like unexpected visits. 

I crossed my arms and stayed quiet. Horrendous or not, the idea of she going to 
visit another guy leaving me wandering around Paris did not please me. She got an 
agenda from her purse and approached the manager. He indicated a pay phone in 
the wall, fitted between two Formica panels simulating some intimacy -that, 
obviously, they did not provide—. Some sort of happiness illuminated her face 
when someone answered the phone on the other side of the phone. I could not hear 
what they were talking, which bothered me even more. I saw her hanging the 
device and returning where I was. She was smiling. 

—Did your social phobic friend agree to receive you? 

—Who said he is a social phobic guy? 


—You know hackers. 


—You would be surprised to know this one especially. He doesn’t fit much with 
the standard image. -I raised my eyebrows expressing surprise, as well as desire of 
she extending the information, something that did not happen—. Did I tell you 
before that I got my doctorate in journalism in the Sorbonne? 

—No that I remember. Probably you coincided with my brother-in-law, the 
black man. 

—Well —she continued, ignoring my comment—, I had a passionate romance 
with a handsome student of telecommunications, do you imagine his name? 


—I have some idea. 


And, nonetheless, she would hope that I stayed so calm waiting for her to meet 
again with an old young love, who, according to her words, was handsome to make 
matters worse. Why did your break? —-I asked pretending indifference. 

—tThese things happen. 


She said we would meet in house. Bad beginning, I thought. Maribel had a 
sexual life worryingly active. For my part I could not complain, but what can I say: 
when one has to meet with the victories of women, it bothers. 

I decided to get lost on the bookshops of old Montmartre with the intention of 
escaping and clearing my mind. I got a few Moleskine and some pens. If things 
continued that way, I saw myself writing before the foreseen. Right, I was pretty 
annoyed. 

I waited in the house until Maribel returned. She was a bit tipsy and happy 
enough. 


—How was it with your «secret agent»? -I directly asked her. 
—He is like always. 
—tThat doesn’t worry me. Some useful information for the others? 


Maribel stumbled before sitting down at my side and smiled. Henri did his 
homework. 


—Bunk is a serious matter. 


There was little information about the matter, even if WikiLeaks collaborators 
strained to conscience to get the minor track. Of course they were aware of its 
existence and wished to sink their teeth into its activities. Unlike Junco and 
company, they had earlier evidence of the hydraulic-nuclear diversification of its 
operations. They knew Oppenheimer was recently recruited and they were focused 
in the construction of some newest missiles provided with unknown technology up 
to the date. There were no proofs of their affirmations, so they did not dare to 
spread the information. They had too many problems to open such a devastating 
front without being able to offer any solid information. 

Henri reported to his former concubine that there were other organizations 
similar to WikiLeaks which he had contact with. He would test the waters to see 
what he could find out and would contact her again. 


—By the way, Henri commented he would love to meet you. He suggested 
having dinner next week. 

—wWas it necessary to spoke about me? 

—tThat’s for sure. -The reply sounded enigmatic though comforting. At least she 
had the courtesy to mention my existence, which would have prevented, with all 
probability and at the moment, the carnal exaltation of the reunion, or just a secret 
screw. 

—T’ll think about the dinner. 

Maribel approached me and cuddled with me. Between the wine and whatever 
she drank and her effusiveness there was no doubt she was feeling horny. The 
unpleasant part: she started in company of another guy. 

—Focus, please -I said while I tried to separate her smoothly. It was not that I 
did not like to make out with her, is that I was doubly upset: for the fact she went to 
see Henri and for not being able to openly confess it to her—. Tell me more about 
Bunk. 

—We’'ll have to until Henri knows more. At the moment that’s everything I can 
say. -She started again with the cuddling and purring. If she had nothing else to 
say, better to go into action. That is what a defender of emotional intelligence 
would have said and done, isn’t it? 
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President Crush was seated in a rather small room. He held a copy of the report 
Breaking the conflict trap: civil war and development policy which seemed to back 
the thesis that most of the armed conflicts had economic but not religious cause —as 
in the past—. On the table there were several art books full of reproductions of 
paintings as The Garden of Earthly Delights, Et in Arcadia ego by Poussin, paradise 
according to Tintoretto, Diirer, Lucas Cranach the Elder and others and quite a few 
etchings. According to the classic taste a president is supposed to have. Nothing by 
Francis Bacon and similar specimens. The presence of Bosch was the only possible 
license. 


In another lot there were small memorandums of wars occurred during the last 
fifteen years. Lamentably they agreed with the ideas the report Crush was checking. 
Ultimately, war was a very profitable business for winners —from the First World by 
chance—. The dossier paid particular attention to the moves of China before the 
World War. 

The main problem of China was its physical territory. Once comfortably 
installed in capitalism, the next step was to physically expand. In another way, the 
entire economic advance could not be fully enjoyed. In other words, their nation 
was too small for them and there were enough indications, in the opinion of Crush 
and his advisers, to think they were planning a big offensive. The president repeated 
these words to himself as a mantra or some kind of self-affirmation. The face of the 
president denoted a deep concern. He picked the phone and dialed an extension. 
The voice of Ezra sounded on the other end of the line. 

—TI need to visit the facilities, Mr. Ezra. The guests will arrive next month and I 
must verify everything is according to what is expected. 

From wherever he was, Ezra promised his president everything was ready and 
he could go whenever he wished to. The next day was the date of the visit of Crush. 
He lighted a Havana cigar, poured some whiskey and closed his eyes. 
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Ezra and Oppenheimer arrived to a room very similar to the lab where the 
physicist worked in Armenia. Twenty men were waiting for him around an oval 
table of methacrylate illuminated by azure LEDs. The image was somewhat 
grotesque, closer to a secret trial than to a commission of researchers. 

—Gentlemen, let me introduce you to doctor Niels Oppenheimer. He will be in 
charge of checking some details of the Green Justice 4.0 prototype. -The men 
respectfully greeted him—. They will explain you all technical questions —he said to 
Oppenheimer—. We will meet at lunch time, don’t forget. 

—Don’t worry -the physicist said thinking about the meaning of the «surname» 
of the prototype: «4.0». Ezra left the room and Niels put at the head of the meeting. 
—Well gentlemen, I am anxious to know more about this fabulous project. 

Someone connected a video and some drawing appeared on the screen. 

—Shall we get to point? -The new chief requested—. I’m not very good with 
drawings if the nomenclature is not better specified or someone speaks plainly to 
me. What is the matter? How can I contribute? —Niels did not beat about the bush, 
tired of not getting a satisfactory reply from his hosts. 

—The problem is the destructive potential of the missiles. -A lad just over 
twenty five years broke the ice. 

Missiles. The boy supposed Oppenheimer would know the details of the 
invention, included its real shape. 

—I see no problem about a missile being destructive. Is not its function? 

—yYes, but, as you may know, the intention is to dissuade rather than to 
destruct. 

—I begin to be tired of hearing the same sentence. 

—Whose side are you on? -other member of the committee violently burst.— 
China plans to invade The West on December 25th and we will stop them before. 
We will intervene without resorting to violence, but our potential must be clear. 
Now then, we are not willing to imperil the planet. -The environment was tense. 
Oppenheimer did not need to ask to know whoever intervened was a military man. 
His way of speaking gave him away. 

December 25th was a very significant date for The West. The supposed date of 
the birth of Jesus. Attacking on this day, made an attempt on the order of the 
Western as a whole. 

—Are you aware of the date of the offensive and didn’t let the population 
know? —Oppenheimer seemed to be offended. 


—Have you lost your mind? The scandal would be catastrophic! The panic 


would spread! In addition, we still trust the assault won’t take place. 


Things did not start properly. The tense and hostile mood was palpable. The 
faces of many of the scientists there denoted confusion. Ezra put at the head of the 
group a man who, at first, seemed to have no idea of what the project was about. 


—Look, doctor Oppenheimer, we need you to help us reduce the duration of the 
effects of the missiles. 

—Could you be more specific? 

—As they are designed, the effect of an explosion would take approximately 
hundred years or more to disappear. We are speaking of a weapon which potential 
exceeds in several millions to Hiroshima or Nagasaki bombs. The Earth would be 
some sort of crazier Chernobyl for more than one century or God knows how long! - 
The scientist tried to calm down and drank a bit of water—. We need you to help us 
making the missiles less powerful. 


The situation was truly insane: scientists designing the end of the world and 
praying that someone enabled them to create less aggressive weapons, a 
contradictory exposition where there were few. Oppenheimer was forced to take a 
crucial decision in seconds. 


—All right, let’s see how we can reduce the impact of these treasures. We will 
take the opportune steps, though I presume you are all aware that, even reducing 
the harmful effect to a few seconds, if my observations were badly applied, that is 
to say if you lamentably squeezed all its consequences, those missiles will keep 
being mortal. 


—We are aware, Doctor Oppenheimer. It is a priority not having to shoot them. 
—In this case, get on with it. 


Niels Oppenheimer examined every phase of the construction of the weapon 
with the help of the engineers, being told there was only «a final ingredient» 
missing -the one the physicist had to help synthesizing and which was the contents 
of the nuclear warheads—. Everything else was already prepared. Later he gave a 
list of tasks to each man. The gentlemen eagerly ran to accomplish them. It was like 
if they had been waiting for this moment as a breath of fresh air, which was not 
surprising, considering than in less than two months China would invade The West 
unless they prevented it. 


Due to the excitement, Niels had not thought seriously about the news he just 
received. In two months the geopolitical map could possibly be, not to speak about 
anything worse, changed all at once. In danger of nuclear attempts. If it were not 
for the inertia created by such information, he would have thought about Narine 
and the girls and would have given sense to the insistence of Bunk about travelling 
with his family: they were trying to protect them. Instead of that, he had to think 
hard trying to find the crucial failure of the design of those missiles. 


A few hours later, his cell rang. It was Ezra to remind him their lunch 
appointment. It will not be possible, Niels apologized. Too much work and little 
time. He was frenetic. Ezra was pleased with the words of the physicist. At the end 
his little fellow started to work seriously. He said goodbye informing president 
Crush would personally visit them the following morning and he could not be 
missing then. Oppenheimer promised he would be on time. Do not worry about 
anything, Mr. Oppenheimer, we will pick you up, Ezra said. Okay, thank you very 
much. Would you know how to go back to the bungalows? Dialing a specific 
extension, an assistant would gladly accompany you to «your» house. Thank you 
again. 

About 10 pm, Oppenheimer had found the heart of the matter. It would not be 
very difficult to correct it, though he assumed that for another brain it would have 
practically been an impossible task. Only he knew the secrets of, so to speak, his 
creation. He sighed of tranquility after verifying he would be able to get out of the 
trap he was in, of the theoretical but potentially lethal predicament he was in. The 
lab was empty at that time. All his collaborators had gone. They lived out of the 
complex. Oppenheimer wanted to go to his bungalow to speak with Narine and tell 
her everything was fine and that, presumably, in less than one week he would join 
them. He would tell her he was going to meet the president of the United States 
personally, but he would omit details about the hypothetical Chinese assault. There 
was no need to worry them for no reason. Eventually he would subtly convey the 
state of affairs and would ask them to go with him to the bunker. If all went well, 
they would have time to know what kind of hero was her husband and their father. 
Nevertheless, if the project failed, there would be nothing left to know. 


Niels dialed the extension indicated by Ezra to ask for an assistant to walk him 
home. In just five minutes a man dressed with futurist overalls appeared, showed 
him to the kart and, without engaging in much conversation, dropped him off at 
home. Contravening lax orders from Ezra, Oppenheimer pulled a cigarette out a 
pack he had in his jacket and lighted it in the middle of that hypertrophic module. 
Apart from the security cameras, no one else would see him. He had a strange and 
sudden sense of tranquility. It was like being in amniotic fluid or in a chamber 
vacuum machine. There was only an echo very, very far away, from which he only 
heard the end, a residual noise. He went inside the mock—up building he had as 
house to make a call. Outside everything was as the day before, without notable 
innovations or extraordinary news. In contrast to inside the bunker, where 
everything was rapid discoveries and overdose of information. He said goodbye to 
his family full of regrets and decided to smoke another cigarette outside that 
prefabricated shed. 

To his surprise, one of the bungalows in front of his had the lights on. He sat 
down where the porch was supposed to be and took long drags of his cigarette. 
There was no movement inside the illuminated house, neither noise. He was about 


to go inspecting the interior, but before that, the door opened. Klaus Zimmermann 
observed his neighbor from across the «street». They nodded when they saw each 
other, but they did not instantly start an approach. Niels continued staring at the 
other guest with red eyes caused by an unexpected drift of smoke. Meanwhile, Klaus 
pretended to be watching the synthetic horizon. After a while playing cowboys 
before fighting a duel, Oppenheimer stood up and approached the other visible 
living being in that moment. 


—It seems we are alone —with this truism he broke the ice at half of the way, 
raising his voice more than usually. 


—Right. -Their accents made clear none of them were American. 


—Niels Oppenheimer -the physicist said once he reached the porch of the other 
house. 


—kKlaus Zimmermann, pleased to meet you -they shook hands—. Do you know 
what? Your name sounds very familiar to me. 


—It must be for my surname, Oppenheimer, one of the fathers of the atomic 
bomb. He died approximately fifty years ago. 


—No, no. I meant yours. Do you happen to be a nuclear physicist? 
—tThat is right. To be honest, I am pretty surprised that you heard of me. 
—A beer? 

—Yes, please -Niels answered after an imperceptible hint of doubt. 
Klaus went inside the house and came back with a six-pack of beers. 


—I don’t believe I could help you with all this. Tomorrow I have to get up early 
—Oppenheimer said. 


—Don’t worry. So do I. The president of the United States personally comes to 
pick me up -Zimmermann commented with an incredulous smile. 


—What a coincidence. 


There was a moment of silence. There was neither sound of insects nor other 
nocturnal animals. For sure, no stars in the sky. Instead, a dim light and the 
perception of emptiness inside the million of ducts across the walls and ceiling. 


—What do you do for a living, if 1 may ask? 


—I’m a biologist. My specialty is the treatment and storage of water. Will the 
president also receive you tomorrow? 


—tThat is. Are you German? 


—Indeed. Turk? -Klaus tried to split hairs as his speaker without the same 
success. 


—Armenian. Doesn’t surprise you we are the only ones staying here? 
—It’s strange, indeed. 


The conversation moved to the topic of the Swimming pool. Zimmermann 
confessed his confusion. Oppenheimer tried to determine if the biologist was aware 


of the Chinese issue. I am afraid they did not tell me all about it, answered him. The 
physicist evaluated what could be an extraordinary blunder. 


—What Chinese issue? 


—My understanding is, China tries to carry out an offensive against The West, 
probably on December 25th. 

—So, they are going to ruin our Christmas, aren’t they? 

—It seems so. 

—At least now I know what this place is: a refuge. 

Oppenheimer did not say anything else. The German drew his own conclusions 
and was not so far out. Zimmermann asked him for how long he would be there. His 
surprise was even bigger after hearing that for one week. 

—And you? 

—tThey haven’t specified it yet. They insisted my family should come, but I 
preferred they didn’t. 

Niels said theirs were living in Milwaukee, in a marvelous house. Will you bring 
them here? Probably. Between insinuations and veiled conversational explorations, 
both men realized they were in a similar situation: none of them had direct relation 
with any organization linked to the United States and their privileged brains were 
the only reason of their presence in the underground. On the other hand, the 
physicist could confirm his German colleague did not know the threat of the Asian 
Giant, so he deduced he went there totally ignoring the situation -something that 
also happened to him until getting to the underground—. Without knowing him 
much, he made quite a good impression on him. He looked like a good guy and he 
did not understand why they hided him such decisive information. In that case, 
probably he would have decided to bring his family with him. 

—What is your mission down here? —Klaus asked, after sipping the beer. 
Oppenheimer was a bit alarmed. 

—I perform several tests in different devices. 

—Very good answer. It explains nothing, but it sounds well. -Both men smiled 
with their heads down. They knew what was happening underground had a mystery 
part of questionable nature. 

The fact that Zimmermann did not know about the Chinese invasion made Niels 
Oppenheimer relaxes a bit. It placed them in the ship of the innocents, which 
favored a more distended attitude on the part of the Armenian. 

—This is crazy, don’t you think? 

—Sure I do -Zimmermann said. 

—I believe, basically, we all ignore our real function in this place. They insist 
we should work hard for an aim they didn’t exactly inform us about. A nuclear 
threat, a huge deposit... is crazy —Klaus looked attentively at the man saying those 


words. He revealed honesty—. I have a small daughter who is very sick. They 
promised me they could treat her here. 


—I hope so —Klaus encouraged him. 

—Thank you. Do you have children? 

—Yes, two. A girl and a boy. 

—What did they offer you? 

—Nothing really. I simply considered opportune to accompany them. —His face 


darkened. Oppenheimer felt the worry, but, for caution and courtesy, preferred not 
to insist on it. 


The reconnaissance was successful and both men immediately knew they were 
in front of a good man. Each one had his reasons to be in a non-existent bunker and 
both harbored a feeling of distrust inside. They wanted to do their work neatly for 
reasons beyond science. 

—What do you think is going to happen here? —Niels was being honest. 

—If calculations are not mistaken, this place is a nuclear shelter. 

—For who? For the rich? How many people can fit in? 

—I’m getting the impression that you have experienced injustice and inequality 
personally, am I wrong? —-Oppenheimer did not answer. 

—Building this takes some time. How long did they know about the intentions 
of China? 

—I’m not a spy -Klaus answered with a knowing smile. In that moment of 
budding relationship he did not want to put the environment on edge. 

—You don’t qualify -Oppenheimer got the message—. Anyway, it is a bit late - 
he apologized—. We have a very tough day ahead of us tomorrow. It will be better 
to go home. -Zimmermann agreed and those two men said goodnight to each other 
under a sky without stars. 


Early in the morning Ezra and president Crush collected the scientists. The fact 
that he apparently was not under escort attracted the attention of Oppenheimer. On 
the other hand, that small detail indicated the safety level inside the bunker, not to 
speak about effective electronic surveillance and a few snipers crouched down to 
hide behind blind spots. That kind of staging should be pointed to make the meeting 
look more informal. For Klaus, nevertheless, it was depressing to see a naked 
president, without all the procession around, at the same time he was terrified for 
the same reasons that his Armenian colleague. Under that gigantic structure, and 
devoid of a small camouflaged army, the president looked to be smaller in every 
sense, almost minimized, just like them. In truth, nothing but a bunch of bones. The 
same as the rest. 

For some reason, unknown at least for Zimmermann and Oppenheimer, 


president Crush was wearing a simple suit with tiny simple military motif: some 
kind of insignia and a very concrete, more rigid and industrial cut, preserving -to 
do it properly— the pattern of a custom made suit by the best tailors. His manners 
were delicately artificial: on one side he tried to be close and, on the other, it was 
evident that his nature was far from that «naturalness». He introduced himself by 
his name, without using «president» before it. 


Klaus almost laughed inopportunely imagining him with a bomber jacket, 
covering his head with a cap with the American flag on it and Ray—Ban Aviator 
sunglasses with dark green lenses and golden frame, looking through the binoculars 
with its lenses covered or posing with a bazooka orientated upside—down. In fact 
he was sure of seeing a photo like that somewhere. «It should be a matter of 
editing», he thought. Even if he would not put his finger on it. Ezra, true to his 
style, wore an everlasting British Style suit and accordant hairdo, as if he just 
visited a barbershop of the SS, without gallons or pins. 


They crossed the underground complex on board of a kart. «The Presidential 
state kart? Would his noble ass agree to share seats with two pagans?» It seemed so. 
Crush raised his forehead, which made his eyes close more than usual and gave him 
a dreamy aspect. Klaus saw him with a cowboy hat staring at a buzzard to the call 
of «buffalo». «Sure he is the typical tiresome that lounges against the bar counter of 
a nearly empty bar ready to pester you the whole night», Zimmermann thought. 
«Hey Joe —-he always would call you Joe when, obviously it was not your name—, 
visiting? What a summer, eh? The whole corn plantation is gonna be ruined. There 
is no corn as it used to. Do you remember, Joe? Sure that where you come from it 
also happens. It’s the fucking Mexicans. Yes, these bastards have ruined everything. 
Don’t you think we should take measures, Joe?» And so on and so forth. 


The mind of Zimmermann landed when the car stopped. Oppenheimer saw how 
Ezra, with supreme discretion, put his eyes in front of a laser and the door opened 
with a barely audible click. 


—Gentlemen, please, come in. —Ezra held the metallic door, giving way to the 
boss and both summoned. 


They entered an extremely sober room. The president sat and the others did it 
immediately after. 


—Gentlemen, as my assistant Mr. Ezra would have informed you -gross mistake 
—, I called you to deal with a delicate but really important question for all of us. - 
He made a rhetorical pause—. For a while we are aware of the Chinese government 
preparing an assault against the United States of America, symbol of pro-Western 
stance to their opinion, following the steps of other enemies of freedom as the 
extremist Taliban groups. Undoubtedly, their main aim is to inspire terror in North 
America and spread panic throughout the whole northern hemisphere. Something 
that, as you could imagine, we cannot tolerate. Our Intelligence Service warned us 
of their intentions seven years ago. Time we used to construct this small «den», as 


well as to develop strategies to motivate the reconsideration of the suitability of 
their aims. -While the President paused to clear his throat, Klaus continued having 
a fabulous internal conversation, coming to the conclusion that a president never 
spoke, but always made a speech—. Bearing in mind the nature of their weapons is 
nuclear, with consequent catastrophic effect for the environment, where we live, 
obviously, we consulted the matter with the Club of Rome. We count on their full 
support as well as the support of the Bilderberg Group. Diplomatic channels became 
exhausted one month ago, so we are obliged to resort to more expeditious methods 
—Crush opened one of the bottles of water disposed on the table and poured some in 
a glass—. Would you like a coffee, tea or another thing, gentlemen? -Unanimous 
refusal— Doctor Oppenheimer as much as you, doctor Zimmermann are two key 
elements of our Peace Project and I thank you on a personal basis for the trouble 
you have taken. It is certain that your family is installed in Milwaukee —he said 
looking to the physicist— and that yours remains in Dresden. I insistently beg you 
to let us bring them here. On December 25th, this will be the safest place on Earth. 

—wWith all due respect, what will happen with the rest of the citizens? —Klaus 
interrupted. 

—We hope the attempt does not take place. I pray every day for nobody ever 
finding out what could have happened. 


—And what if it happens? -Oppenheimer indirectly supported his colleague. 

—If it comes to happen, I don’t dare to give you a reply, Doctor Oppenheimer. I 
don’t even want to imagine it. 

They all kept a moment of horrible silence. «Brilliant, a plan without 
warranties», Zimmermann told himself. Oppenheimer cast a fleeting glance at his 
only companion in the Underground Hotel. Something did not fit in. Despite the 
president was straining to offer a soothing vision of the situation, his words certified 
that not even he trusted in the success of the mission hundred per cent. 

—TI have to thank you again for your help and your valuable service. 

Crush said goodbye alleging he had to visit other areas of the complex. He 
offered to give them a ride, but they declined the invitation. They would call an 
assistant to take them to their working places. Ezra delicately led them out of the 
room after calling a driver to take them where they needed. 

During the wait, Klaus and Niels had the opportunity to exchange impressions. 
The visit of the president was pure staging, without further content. He or his 
advisers would have assumed that his informal visit would have a quasi magical 
effect in the scientists, helping to bring positions together and rule out their 
reservations, when the truth is that, tacitly, both men reinforced their distrust. 

—A peculiar visit, don’t you think? 

—No doubt -Zimmermann agreed. He hanged his head in worry. 


—It’s something wrong, Doctor Zimmermann? 


—No, no, not at all. I was thinking about what would happen if the offensive 
took place in the end. 

—That would be terrible 

—Everybody would die. 

—I’m not so sure that «everybody» died. Can you imagine the president struck 
down in a nuclear assault? 

—You’re a physicist and you know very well that unpredictable thing happens. 
If my memory is correct, something normal in me, I believe it was Heisenberg who 
spoke about the uncertainty principle. I know it’s a free and crude application of it, 
almost a pun, but I think you get my point. 

—Maybe. 

Klaus Zimmermann looked around. He knew their movements were being 
recorded. And probably also their conversation so he preferred not to continue with 
it. 

—Would you like to have another beer tonight? —he asked with extreme 
seriousness. Oppenheimer took his time to answer. He watched the face of his 
companion closely. 

—tThat sounds good to me. 

The kart that would take them to their laboratories did not make them wait. It 
was time for those two men to exchange more than opinions and take action. 
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Two days later, the three of us met in the apartment of that Henri, a well-built 
heartthrob who seemed like if he just got of the shower. He was a bit taller than I, 
and also a little younger. He wore faded jeans and checked shirt not totally 
buttoned, with undershirt. A kind of deluxe grunge who stank of loaded person 
from far away: layered hair, not very long; whiter than white teeth; omnipresent 
smile. He looked like the typical rooster who cooks wonderfully, fucks as nobody 
else, polite and sensitive but at the same time virile. He was a guy who would look 
as good wearing a suit than some fucking jeans. In other words, a difficult rival. 

—So you are the famous Leén Poiccard. 

—It seems so. —Henri smiled condescendingly, which nearly made me beat him 
up. I tried to take it easy. 

Maribel seemed to have fun with the situation. Seeing me a little anxious 
should be very funny for her. To top it all, the guy had good taste for wine. Like an 
unconscious tic, I was biting my left cheek. The chic dominatrix side of my fabulous 
«girlfriend» was not really working for me. I suddenly realized that who is 
uninhibited with you, potentially, will also be and was with others. I had lowered 
my guard too soon. My intention to change and my predisposition to think that 
unresolved sexual tension was something from the past were in vain. In the name of 
truth, I have to say they behaved as old friends —just what they were and I hoped 
they continued being during a long time—, but it did not alleviate my discomfort. 
To say it bluntly, I felt like a wimp. 

Henri confirmed he contacted some organizations focused on dismantling 
excesses of the political class. 

—People joined to fuck over the system, right? 

—tThe fact is I would have used a less... raw explanation. But, in general, that 
is. We live in a fiction culture. We are taking the first steps towards a participative 
democracy. We can say that, basically, digital platforms have inherited anarchic 
mechanisms, while decentralized and lacking in hierarchy, orientated to return 
power to people. -The womanizer was also an erudite. Beauty and culture, a 
disastrous combination for me. 

—Your dissertation is brilliant and I am delighted with it, but, regarding the 
matter at hand, what did you find out? -I lowered my voice a few decibels and I 
could even say it slightly trembled. 

Henri spoke to us about a bunker placed somewhere in the desert of Nebraska. 
The water reserves they were gathering would supply the guests. The relation 
between water and nuclear weapon continued being a mystery, though everything 
pointed at a warlike threat. The efforts of Bunk agents stopped to surprise me. The 


matter was truly huge. 
—All right -I insisted—, more or less, we already knew that. Can you tell us 
more? 


—Recently several bigwigs received an invitation to lodge at that complex: 
businessmen, scientists, bankers... the creme de la créme. 


—Maybe they financed part of the operations —Maribel indicated. 
—It’s probable —Henri corroborated. 


—Who can be so insane to like spending his vacations underground? -I 
questioned. 


—Someone who wants to save his life —Henri affirmed with forcefulness. 
Dumb...shit. Maribel was enjoying a lot. 


—What about some champagne? 


Our informer got an excellent bottle of Armand de Brignac from the fridge and 
proposed me to do the honors. A cold sweat ran through my back. The ligyrophobia 
threatened to spoil the party wallowing me in my misery. I held the bottle with 
tremulous hands and started to take out the mesh that covered the cork. I mentally 
revised the procedure to open a bottle. I took the cork strongly and began to turn 
the bottle. My hands were sweating. The cork was very hard and threatened to 
break if I continued forcing it. I noticed how beads of sweat run down my forehead. 


—Can I lend you a hand? —Henri offered. That pig was also having a great time 
with my misfortune. 


—It is almost done, but thank you for your kind...ness -the cork went out 
without making much noise, as it must be. I would have liked to sigh, but it would 
have revealed my nervousness and I could not do that. At the very last moment I 
was lucky. A broken cork would have been the last humiliation of the party. 


—You have a very particular style to uncork bottles. You should teach me. - 
Next time he joked, I would introduce the neck of the bottle in his anus and would 
ask him to uncork it pressing his anus. That would be totally original. But, far from 
showing my intentions, I smiled apathetic and excused myself saying my hands 
sweated a lot since I was a child, something totally false. 


I still think the intention of Henri was to have dinner with Maribel, since he did 
not give further information regarding his previous conversation. I was in the 
middle, as a bearable lesser evil. An authentic unwanted guest of flesh and bone. A 
jealous and annoying boyfriend. A pain in the neck. 


From my last intervention I decided not to speak much again and kept it. I 
adopted the way «internal monologue» and abstracted myself. They continued 
speaking about their things, about old times, avoiding —luckily- any reference to 
their romance, about how their life was going and other social conventions. I 
deduced it was her who left Henri, though it was evident she continued having good 
memories of that history. 


On our way back home Maribel asked me if I was jealous. I answered her with a 
simple yes. The cab driver did not show any reaction. 

—Don’t be like that, man. He’s a good friend. That’s it. -I did no speak again. I 
crossed my arms and furrow my brow as an angry child-. You’re really spoiled. You 
always have to be the hot guy of the group and then... 


—tThat’s exactly what I want to continue being. We could always meet some old 
friends of mine to restore cosmic balance, if you wish. 


—Honey -she said in a tender contemptuous tone— women always win. -I had 
to keep silent. 


I felt sorry it was too late to find an open safe place to check my email and see 
if Junco had answered. I wanted to clear my mind and erase some personally 
disturbing images from it. I always had the option of resorting to any friend with 
more than forty degrees, but it did not look like a very wise solution. I suddenly 
experienced the ontological inferiority contemporary men suffered in relation to 
women. After a few millenniums of feminine undervaluation and submission forced 
by intimidation, abandonment was falling on us. It was demonstrated they were 
more intelligent, more efficient and it was easier for them to fornicate. It was just a 
matter of short time until the argument of emotional difference was something from 
the past, a funny and incomprehensible anecdote for future generations. The present 
was the swan song of male domination, something that made me happy though it 
left me in an unfavorable position. All my shirts, my ingenious comments, my 
convertible and my challenging attitude were useless when it came to compete with 
the new figure of Apollonian and Dionysian man at the same time. I should be close 
to my midlife crisis, falling down the delicate slope of existence. More gym and less 
culture, that was what I needed. 


Our love nest seemed to be colder that night. I was not up to those things, so I 
lied down on the bed and let night do the rest. 


Since I did not want to take advantage of the hospitality of my brother, right 
after waking up I told Maribel I wanted to go downtown to get a few things and, 
also, to check our digital correspondence. She answered she would rather stay in. I 
did not like her reply, but I did not object either. After all, I was already used to buy 
my shirts alone. And there I was, ready to live the male and Parisian version of Sex 
and the City, or the television series that more damage had done to female 
imaginary. For some strange reason, some woman had the happy idea of men 
preferring an anorexic top model to a porn actress with her curves and flesh; that 
we all were square insensitive guys more worried about money than about other 
questions. Or, simply, that life was simpler for us. Nothing could be further from the 
truth. Definitively, Sex and the City had done women no favors, offering them a vital 
alternative of a caricature, a model or cliché, of a nonexistent man! That said I went 
to get a few garbs, pondering over the idea that if Clint Eastwood gave the jump 
from Dirty Harry to The Bridges of Madison there was still hope for male sex. 


In one hour and a half I got a couple of suits (it was not necessary to adjust 
them), three shirts, a pair of shoes, a pair of jeans and some underwear, or, which 
was the same, three thousand Euros less in my bank account. Loaded with bags I 
went into a cybercafé located in the surroundings of the Louvre, a real contrast with 
the delicate design of the museum. Enrique Junco had done his homework and 
answered to our email. 

Face to face is how these matters should be spoken. 

As if he said nothing at all. His prudence prevented him from writing the name 
of the informer and I wondered why he told us he discover something that he could 
not really tell us. 


Do you fancy a croissant with certificate of origin? 


Surely he would not understand I was proposing him to visit Paris, but I did not 
care. I was too happy with my new acquisitions and equally angry with Maribel to 
lose sleep for something so insignificant. 


The memory of a Japanese friend with French nationality, with who I spent a 
marvelous week in Paris, came to my mind. The image disappeared as rapidly as 
she did, leaving an absurd and unconnected snapshots flow, taken with the Polaroid 
of my brain. I interpreted it as a sign of me having to immediately light a cigarette. 
Since we arrived in France, my tobacco use drastically decreased, which did not 
mean I had quit smoking. Never ever. 


I was unwilling to go back to the house, though I did not know what else to do. 
I thought about calling my chief and apologize for my absence, without implying 
Maribel. I immediately dropped the idea and took a cab to go to the granary of 
Maurice and Fela. On my way I mentally hummed the hit «La errancia» from some 
Spanish friends who had a very intriguing group: Jardin Sonora. Their name owed to 
an Australian member, the bassist, who left the band, but he left his unforgettable 
signature. «La errancia», a good song for a fucking crazy situation. 


My uncontrollable «girlfriend» did not lose time. Wrapped in a delicate and 
expensive knit dress (do not let yourself be fooled by the folk) she was reading an 
original version of The Devil in Your Head by Bernard-Henri Lévy she borrowed from 
my brother a few days before, smoking elegantly and drinking tea. She raised her 
eyes when she saw me entering and smiled. The presence of the name «Henri» in 
the cover made me be on guard again: better not to underestimate Mr. Nice Guy. 
The book in her hands planned a triangle that made my fears increase. The 
threesome composed by the reader, the name of Henri, with a recent emotional 
burden for me, and the style of Lévy —very similar to mine when I was in busy times 
— did not give me very good impression. There we were the three of us in a 
perverse conjunction and it was clear that, if I hated «sharing» a computer at all, a 
woman even more. 

—A light reading before the appetizer? -I maliciously remarked. 


—How was your morning? -she answered completely ignoring my irrelevancy. 

—Junco answered. He doesn’t want to tell us who the snitch is by email. 

—Can I see your clothes? No, no, I'll try to guess. Black suit, dark gray suit with 
discreet diplomatic stripes, white shirt, or two white shirts? Black shirt, or 
iridescent dark blue?, a pair of shoes, and what else? 

—yYou’re cheating. You perfectly know I have a very predictable style. 

—Too predictable I would say. —-Her response had a double reading and went to 
the personal level. 

—Two white shirts and one black. Bingo for the suits. 

—Good choice. White fits you well. 

—Nevertheless you flirting with that Henri doesn’t fit me so well. 

—Don’t be a baby. What happened between him and I ended long time ago. 
You won’t deny he is a beautiful specimen... —she was prepared to stand firm. 

—If you say so... 

I left the bags in the room and had a sonorous piss with the sole purpose of 
increasing my rudest side. 

—Listen, Leén, I’m happy to be here with you, but I wonder how much longer 
we'll have to stay in this place. 

—I guess until they catch us or until the world goes to hell. 

—Two slightly promising perspectives, don’t you think? 

—Do you have any other option? 

—We could always uncover the scandal. With such a smoke screen, maybe they 
stop paying attention us. 

—Are you crazy? -I opposed— That way we would only get to increase their 
anger against us. 

—How would they know it was us? 

—To be honest, which proofs do we have? If there were any, someone would 
have already leaked the information. 

We came to a conclusion. Up to that moment we had limited ourselves to 
escape, adopting a passive attitude, when the truth was we were in trouble and up 
to our necks. Destiny can be cruel and martyrs two persons that only want to drink 
good wine, wear stylish quality garments, cross the road on a convertible, read 
books, listen to music and make love all the time. But I had to admit there are 
circumstances that force. Nobody could pull the chestnuts out of the fire for us and, 
no matter how comfortable I was in the house of my brother. I did not want to 
petrify there either. 

—Let’s search for these proofs, Leon. Let’s make something noble for once in 
our life. -Her look and words were sincere, which created a bigger feeling of unease 
if that was possible. 


—And where do we begin? 
—tThe best would be to start asking for help. 


Forming an alliance with Henri horrified me. Waiting for Junco discouraged 
me. Standing still was completely impossible to me. I lighted another cigarette 
expecting the smoke dispelled my doubts. 


Three days later the expected happened. Two uniformed men came to the house 
of Maurice early in the morning, when they were still having breakfast. Luckily for 
us, we were still in bed. They were on our track and it was a matter of short time 
before they caught us. Our stay in Villa Paradise was about to get to its end. Maurice 
would ask us to be careful. I felt bad because I did not want to involve him in this 
and assured him we would leave that morning. Much to his regret, he admitted 
maybe it would be the best for all, especially for us. A delivery van would take us to 
a safe place, a small ranch of a client who had a good friendship with the couple. 
Another homosexual ready to give it all, all jokes aside, for us. 

The houses of rich Parisians especially if their sexual orientation commits an 
outrage against the elementary principles of physics -opposite poles attract and so 
on—, have a particular captivation. That was the case of the vacation property of 
André, our new benefactor. He should have approximately fifty years and really 
exquisite manners. Thin and eternal bachelor, kerchief on his neck and 
handkerchief inside the pocket of his jacket. He did not make many questions, in 
any case any of them further from the mere comity. Discretion imposed a less 
awkward interpretation: we should be two lovers hiding from our respective couples 
or trying to stoke the flame of our love. 


Literally, André built an empire from garbage. He was the owner of one of the 
most important recycling plants in France, which made him a perfect alchemist: he 
managed to turn shit into gold. 


He gave us the keys and told us we could stay there all the time we needed. We 
sincerely thanked him for it, promising him it would be just a few days. We hoped 
to be able to keep our word, also for ourselves. Now we knew they were following 
us and it would not be long until they caught us. 


Once installed in the luxurious mansion, we proceeded to elaborate a line of 
attack. The real options we had were Henri or Junco. In both cases we were forced 
to wait, since none if them were in a position to offer more information. There was 
little else to do from our part, so the best would be to go without beating about the 
bush and tell them our will to reveal all possible information, though it was reduced 
to mere rumors. Our offer would be received with significant reservations, but we 
came to the conclusion that if something horrible could happen, we were morally 
responsible of making it reachable for common citizens. At worst, the news would 
delay the members of Bunk long enough for us to discover the next step. We had, so 
to speak, to give ourselves to the unexpected. 


How to convince our rescuer and my rival to open Pandora’s Box? In my 
opinion, the key was again —-much to my regret— Maribel. If she asked for it, and I 
knew she was extremely persuasive, one of them would agree. Of course, using her 
as a decoy displeased me a lot thinking it was a soft form of prostitution, but if she 
did not care -since it did not implied sex and it was just a practice of women’s 
charm— I would let things develop according to the logic of laissez-faire. Again I 
appealed to North by Northwest and the fictitious mother of Cary Grant to relieve the 
suffering and sorrow that the idea of her being thrown into the lions’ den produced 
me. My neurons were making an effort to find an alternative to another dinner with 
the enemy -read myself— neutralized. If the plan was Maribel and Henri having 
another party without me, the world could go to hell. 


Another option I was less mistrustful of was to trick Junco. Sentimental 
relations on the periphery, he might not refuse a request from Maribel. Or that was 
what I thought. I was fully conscious of our Machiavellian plan, but powerful 
reasons forced us. The world had to know the state of the affairs, take its own 
decisions and act according to its interests, included the option to celebrate a great 
eternal farewell party. I thought about a couple of countries where this measure 
would be received with great enthusiasm. Now we only needed Junco to get in 
touch with us again. 


Without realizing, December first came. Christmas decorations filled the streets 
of the whole planet that respected this tradition. We still had no news from Junco. 
Every day the probability of him being arrested increased, slightly undesirably at 
least in two senses: first, our friend would stay out of service during some time and 
second, it would be necessary to call Henri. I did not know what was worse. 

I felt relieved when a new entry by Enrique appeared in the blog, especially for 
the fact of not having to call Mister Six Pack. 

We will have the croissants with strawberry jam. Coffee in the Place de Clichy in two 
days. Patience is a virtue. Clocks do not strike the time. 

Quick translation: Junco would come to Paris in two days. We would meet in 
some cafeteria of the Place de Clichy, though the hour was not clear yet. We would 
have to wait and keep our eyes wide open. The battle had just begun. 
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December 1st 


Crush, Ezra and the colonel were inspecting every corner of the bunker. The 
soldier was proud to receive the visit of his president. Rooms and more rooms, 
buildings and more buildings, banks of semen and cryogenically frozen ovules, 
medicines, pantries full with dehydrated food, laboratories of all kinds and state-of- 
the-art technological equipment. And especially beds. Many beds. 

—Our guests will arrive in fifteen days -president Crush announced. He carried 
a list with all names. Ezra glanced at it, though he was visibly interested. 

The colonel received a phone call, which allowed Ezra and Crush to exchange 
opinions about some tricky matters. 

—I deduce all the future guests have been due informed about the reasons of 
the call, right? 

—That’s right. 

Ezra took a break to weigh the pertinence of his following question. 

—Panic will spread when the date gets closer. 

—We thought about it and it’s under control. The complex has a few air ducts 
to distribute a mixture of experimental sedative gas, which relaxes the mind but not 
the body, and nitrous oxide to avoid situations of maximum tension. 

The tests to dispense «laughing gas» reinforced with tranquilizers were a 
success. The rapid conversion to the cause, and without reservation, of the colonel 
proved it. The push-ups he did that night had little to do with it. 

Tension was in the air. Only Ezra seemed not to show the least signal of worry. 
His devotion and fanaticism was only comparable to the one of a samurai as 
described in Hagakure. One of these guys which only goal was to die in defense of 
his daimyo (in this case, an American president). He was ready to give his life for 
his convictions, without morally valuing them. 

The colonel returned and apologized for his absence. 

—Are you sure we are no longer in time to solve the problem through 
diplomatic channels? —-the soldier asked without hiding his concern. 

—I’m afraid we are not, colonel. We must be prepared for the worst and we are. 
-Ezra and the colonel nodded. 


—How will be the procedure to lodge the guests? -the colonel asked. 


—We will distribute all guests and their families in different sectors, following a 
range criterion and affinity in their functions. 


The soldier wanted to ask where he and his family would stay, but he did not 
want to be impertinent so he controlled himself. He requested permission to retire 
saying they needed him in another area. After making sure there was no problem, 
but it was just a routine matter, the president gave him the authorization. The 
colonel said goodbye with a military salute and disappeared 

—Down here you will be able to read the Old Testament as often as you wish, 
Mr. Ezra. -He did not answer, though he outlined anything similar to a smile—. 
Would you like to know where you will stay? 

Up to the moment, Ezra had not received any invitation and deep down was 
glad to hear that question. President Crush observed him with an «old friend» face, 
outlining a knowing smile. 

—It will be my pleasure, mister president. 

—In this case you will have to guide me. Sector five, parcel six hundred sixteen. 
I know the emplacement, but not the route. 

—TI’ll take care. -He extended his left hand indicating to the front. The 
president went a bit forward and Ezra did not stop looking at the list. 
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The clocks announced it got dark out of the bunker, on a world as unaware of 
the underground activities as to the imminent events that would happen in less than 
one month. One of the biggest worries of Bunk and the American Government was 
to assure that people continued with their daily life. Before a fatal and inevitable 
destiny, the most human and strategic was not to increase the suffering of other 
people, of those that could not be sheltered in the City of the future. 

Beer in hand, Oppenheimer and Klaus told each other how Bunk recruited 
them. If they still had any doubt about their intentions being irregular, as well as 
about their procedures, these totally disappeared. 

Klaus showed the photos on his cell of the exterior and the report. Niels did the 
same with the photos of the drawings. 

—Do you think this is enough to prove there is some gray area here? - 
Oppenheimer asked. They tacitly established an agreement to address each other 
informally. After all, they were risking their necks together. 

—lIn the first place it could be anything, even something «legal». -He nervously 
smiled—. In any case, these are evidences of what is going on down here. Who 
knows if they will be useful in the future? 

In a few days Oppenheimer would come back to the surface. That was a 
privilege Klaus Zimmermann did not have. Their brains were desperately trying to 
establish a course of action. They refused to keep still, though they admitted they 
did not know where to begin. They were against time. Maneuvering inside the 
bunker was clearly difficult and, even if it was not, nothing came to their minds. 
Klaus thought about Burt Kutcher. Maybe he could contribute some idea, despite 
being in a rather ambiguous position and, for a short time, unknown for the 
biologist. 

—I heard you live in Milwaukee now —Klaus said—. I have a friend there who 
might be able to help us. I think you could visit him to seeing what he says. 

—Is he from Milwaukee? 

—He usually spends long periods in Lake Superior. It’s not far from there. A 
perfect place for a family trip -Oppenheimer looked at him attentively—. From here 
I can do nothing without them finding out, but you could send him a message from 
me. 

—What’s all about? 

—You could take my photos to him. 

Zimmermann preferred to omit the fact that he had some doubts about his 
colleague, even if he was forced to resort to him in extremis. Oppenheimer acceded 


to the request of the biologist, who wrote directions in a paper and transferred him 
the images by Bluetooth. The physicist, for his part, did a similar operation with the 
drawings he photographed. 


—What do you think he will be able to do? 

—I have no idea —-Klaus admitted—, but we must give ourselves to collective 
intelligence. We won’t find the answer alone. We are bound hands and feet. Let’s 
pray for someone, whoever he is, to come out with something... 


—From your mouth to God’s ears! 


It was enough for that night. Both of them came back to their bungalows alone 
with their thoughts. 


Klaus surrender to the impulse of sending the drawings to Brandeis in case he 
could contribute with some additional information. He felt it was horrible to involve 
a child in something like that, but he had to do it. He attached the drawings and 
wrote a brief message: «Bran, can you tell me something about these drawings? You 
all have to come here urgently. Say to mom it’s something serious». Send. 
Impotence paralyzed him once the message was sent. The Road came to his mind. 
He thought about Dagna and his children and started crying his heart out. He 
awkwardly started some kind of praying. For a scientist, hoping to God was an 
arduous task. Thinking about Fibonacci sequence and the golden ratio or the 
gematria studied by the Cabala could not help much, so familiar to him due to the 
influence of his mother, but which he rejected. In effect, God was also Cosmos and 
Nature. God was inside each of us, if good old master Eckhart was not wrong. And 
Klaus hoped that, in this occasion, he was not. Zimmermann pictured the drawings, 
the photos of the exterior of the bunker, his family and the concept of humanity to 
infinite, waiting for a solution, a light, an exit. 

Dagna should have received the message at four o’clock in the morning 
approximately due to time difference and the following day at seven o’clock in the 
morning she called her husband. He felt thrilled listening to her voice. He warned 
her he could not speak much and that they had to travel to the United States 
immediately. He put her in the picture with as much economy of language as he 
could. She was sceptic. The sound was a bit delayed. 


—If you could see what I’ve seen you would have no doubts -Zimmermann 
insisted. 


—Erika’s exhibition is around the corner. 


—Probably there will be no exhibition, Dagna. Believe me. It’s very important. 
-His voice reflected discouragement and desperation. 


Silence at the other end of the phone. 


The opening of the Biennial show was on December twenty fourth, also known 


by the biologist as the «Day before the final offensive». 

—Let us send the paintings at least. Erika is very excited, but I don’t want you 
to be worried. —Klaus felt relieved. 

—I wouldn’t ask you this if it wasn’t totally necessary. I know how important 
the exhibition is for Erika. I know it. 

After clearing things up for his wife, Zimmermann asked her to put Brandeis on. 

—Have you seen what I sent you, son? 

—Yes, dad. 

—What does it seem to you? 

—I think it’s a cutting—edge nuclear bomb. 

—tThat’s right. Do you think it’s very powerful? 

—I believe humanity never saw anything similar, dad. -Confirmed. The small 
great brain corroborated what Oppenheimer commented him. Hearing a child 
speaking with such maturity was moving and worrying at the same time—. How are 
you? -the future engineer asked. 

—I’m fine, son —Klaus sniffled. He nearly broke down. The voice of his son 
sounded so close while their bodies were separated by a huge distance. A 
potentially infinite distance—. How is your sister? 

—TI’ll put her on. -Zimmermann had to redouble efforts to hold back tears. 

The father apologized for preventing her from going to the premiere of her 
work and she seemed to be comprehensive though rather disappointed. Dagna had 
the phone back again. Klaus gave her a series of codes and electronic addresses and 
asked her a favor: she had to post in the blog those images as well as all the 
information he gave her. The woman promised him she would do it. Aquarius, the 
biologist reminded her. 

—I love you —Klaus said. 

—I love you. Take care -Dagna answered. 

Silence at the other end. Emptiness. Sound of glass fiber and optical fiber. The 
Nothing itself nothings. «Das Nichts nichtet»y. What hope can a man hold when there 
is no hope? Klaus Zimmermann went out of the bungalow and looked at the sky. 
There would be no reply from that structure made of crystal, concrete and metal. He 
swore once again he would destroy the men who put him in that situation, even if 
there was only one of them left after the world sank in a blinding and mortal light. 
Even after destruction, if he was still alive by then. 
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La Place de Clichy was already busy at eight o’clock in the morning. Maribel 
and I were having breakfast with our eyes wide open: Junco could appear in any 
moment and from anywhere. I was still immersed in my reflections about Henri and 
the new masculinity and it seemed good to me to share them with my partner. 

—You know what? I don’t understand women. I’ve tried to be closer to their 
mind, after reaching their bodies of course, and indeed I cannot achieve it. 

—You'll have to keep trying your luck —Maribel answered. Her eyes were 
covered by a pair of marvelous black sunglasses of great size. 

—From my point of view there are two kinds of man: those who call themselves 
machos and the suppliers. 

—Supplier? -She exploded in a nice guffaw—. What is that of supplier? 

—tThe typical guy who pays your drinks in a bar, takes the trash out, washes 
the dishes of his own accord, because he wants to, irons clothes, maintains his 
family and goes to the supermarket wearing sports clothes every Saturday while his 
wife watches television... well, the henpecked husband or creep. 

—I see. —Maribel seemed to have fun with my classification of male sex, as poor 
as the vision women had about us. 

—To the point. Much has been said about men requests regarding women: if 
she must be a lady in the street but a freak in the bed, if she must have a great body 
and be a winner, raise her children and balance it with her work life, blah blah 
blah, blah blah blah. 

—lIt’s true, isn’t it? 

—And what can we say about women? Women demand us to be wild lions and 
eunuchs at the same time. Suits must fit us as well as jeans, you know what I mean. 

—It must have something to do with our menstruation. When we are in the 
height of ovulation we look for a powerful lover and in other moments we prefer a 
homebody. 

—I see it differently -I disagreed—. You look for a bad guy to fuck and for an 
asshole to live with. Am I wrong? 

Maribel qualified my point of view, defining it as simplistic and retrograde. She 
was not surprised by the fact that I never had a serious and lasting relation with a 
woman, she said to me. I defended myself arguing that when they were achieving to 
domesticate the rebellious guy that attracted them so much, they were tired of him, 
even kicking him in the ass, symbolically or literally, and leaving with the first 
bastard who appeared in their way. Something I baptized as «the coup de grace». For 
me, that was perverse and cruel. She retaliated saying some men did the same 


changing their wives for young ladies with smooth skin and firm asses. 

—lIs not always like that. 

—Of course. You cannot always do it. -She showed a clear superiority with her 
extreme serenity. It should not be the first time a man opened his heart to her 
showing his testicular insecurity. 

—Your model of man is a mixture of Indiana Jones and James Bond. 

—I prefer Mister Bond. He is more glamorous —deep down, her affirmation held 
praise for me—. Anyway, what’s the point of all this? Is it about Henri? 

Needless to say I could not lay my cards on the table, since I would have turned 
into a waste of space. So I cut off that crazy discussion and claimed it had nothing 
to do with him. After all he was neither a Jones nor a Bond, but a rich kid who 
made a living squeezed into a pair of design jeans. I ordered my second coffee with 
milk. 

—Maybe women turned into evils, something we were from the beginning of 
time in men’s opinion, tired of masculine domination. 

—tThat’s resentment and bad faith. 

—No. It’s survival, darling. We just put ourselves on the same level. Just a 
matter of equality. 

—Great. But you should know I don’t plan to do the laundry. -Maribel received 
my last word with a smile. 

Our rescuer did not make us wait for long. We saw him from the distance 
before nine in the morning. We raised our hands to call his attention. Even if I liked 
him, I kept thinking Junco needed several consecutive showers, as well as a few 
visits to the Laundromat. 

—Good morning —he said while taking seat—. Makeover? 

—Right —Maribel answered. 

—tThat beard makes you look older —he said to me. 

—I appreciate it. -I made a funny face emphasizing my ironical response. I just 
needed to give him a loving punch in his arm to act as a total teenager. 

Without losing time I asked him about the news he was bringing. Burt Kutcher, 
previously known as A.E., was the informer. 

—It seems the good A.E. wasn’t as reliable as you thought -I added trying to 
take revenge for his esthetic judgment. 

—I could never believe it. Kutcher was a good guy. I didn’t expect that from 
him. -Enrique was dismayed—. In fact, I had no idea Kutcher and A.E. was the 
same person. 

—Why did he send the first email then? -Maribel asked—. Wasn’t he 
threatening his own interests? 


—Remorse can be a powerful motive. 


Repentant moles and jokes about my beard. It did not look good. Maribel 
continued with her questions. She wanted to know why he informed Bunk guys 
about the movements of Junco after sending the email. They would have offered 
him something, no doubt. Maybe he was pressured. Torture can be an even more 
powerful motive than remorse. Probably the unknown location of A.E., now Burt 
Kutcher, was a simple cover and the truth was he was taken prisoner. 


Junco gave some biographical information about Kutcher: university teacher in 
Wisconsin-Madison, convinced ecologist and, finally, snitch. No one should ever 
trust a lackey of the Academy, I said to myself. They were not used to bear the 
pressure. I guess courage is something that cannot be alleged, and even less 
demanded, to an endogamous vassal. 


—For curiosity -Maribel said—, who has revealed the infiltrator’s identity? 


—tThat’s not relevant -Junco replayed. He and his mysticism—. What I can say 
to you it’s the bombshell exploded just yesterday. -Maribel and I we look at each 
other fleetingly and gave all our attention to the newcomer—. Photos of the bunker 
have appeared on the blog I told you about, as well as a few drawings from 
something similar to a huge water tank and some nuclear warheads. -I will not 
deny I felt some relief knowing that «the bomb exploded yesterday» was 
metaphorical. 


I asked him right away how the press and society had reacted, which seemed 
not to include me, since I had not heard anything at all. His response was totally 
frustrating. Until now, neither a press notice —as far as he knew—, nor a mention in 
the news. Except for some blogs, two or three websites about paranormal matters 
and some mention in websites that automatically gather material from other sites 
without criterion, absolutely nothing. The news was received in the same way as the 
threats of imminent aliens invasion, the discovery of Noah’s Ark in Mount Ararat, 
the end of the world in 2012, once people got past of computer hell of the 
Millennium bug, climate change and other cosmic warnings. Enrique Junco opined 
it was caused by the increasing desensitization of society due to the overload of 
information. People replaced panic by partying in a world where rumors were more 
and more incessant and viral advertising began to foment incredulity. If you do not 
like the news, change the channel. 

Maribel and I lifted a weight off our shoulders, the arduous task of spreading 
information we did not have proofs about. Someone already did it for us and the 
result was a disaster. Sometimes I asked myself what was the sense to fight for a 
world that completely lost faith. More television and less revolution. Sadly I had to 
admit we had what we deserved. 

—Who published the images? -Maribel was interested. I preferred to light a 
cigarette. 

—Images and information. Even the date of the supposed Chinese attack was 
announced. It was a German colleague. 


—And what can we do now? -I asked winking my eyes in order to prevent the 
smoke of my cigarette going in. 

—I’m afraid we can just wait -Junco answered without hope. 

—Wait for what? —Maribel continued. 

There was no reply to this question. Junco asked for a coffee with milk and that 
predicted croissant with strawberry jam. Just another way to hide the terrible truth. 

In spite of my aborted attempt to study philosophy, an excuse to be all day 
walking around and to show off to impress the girls playing hard to get, the truth is 
that sometimes I made my brain work. «No hope» always looked to me like a 
response to the limit. From my point of view, it was equivalent to be dead —another 
limit moment, «Transcendence», according to the existentialists—. When we lost our 
hope, or it is absent from an objective point of view, something breaks in our 
interior irreversibly. Our body can keep wandering around the world, but we will 
bear Das Nichts inside forever. At some points of my dithyrambic existence I came to 
think that it was my destiny. But it was not. If something defines me, beyond 
Campari and my shirts, now I realize, it was impulse for life. I did everything I 
could to keep it. It could be because I was born two months premature. 

—For me, this is an ended chapter -I concluded. 

Facing the prospect to be caught by some mad agents or burst on Christmas 
day, I could do nothing but get out of it. If I had less than one month of life, I was 
willing to make the most of it. 

—Ill shave my beard tomorrow. -—My two companions looked at me 
disconcerted. 

—What do you mean? —-Maribel asked. Junco was also waiting for my reply. 

—That I’m feed up. I don’t care about this shit anymore. I don’t know why I 
should be a martyr of a lost cause. I didn’t look for it! -I tried to calm down and 
managed to— We’ve done all we could. I’m not afraid anymore. 

I got the impression that nobody noticed this detail before, the fact that I could 
also be scared. The case is that I got tired of the story of the small dissident group 
against a powerful and infinitely superior enemy in number and means. Without 
pomp, the news was announced and nobody believed it. Why the hell should I do 
it? They burst in my damn draft taking my computer with them; they would have 
messed up my books, my discs and my clothes; I moved to Paris escaping from some 
guys to who I did nothing, becoming in a deserter of justice, a fugitive. Too much 
for me. 


—Are you saying you throw in the towel? —Maribel asked offended. 


—More or less. Though, if you prefer, I’ll say I want to get the most out of the 
little time I have left. I’ll stay until the Biennial show and I'll come back to Spain 
after that. You can do whatever you want. What do you think? 


—That you are a coward -my companion of mansion answered. 


—Do I look like a coward to you? Hey, babe, I’m neither James Bond nor 
Indiana Jones. This is none of my business. -Enrique Junco carefully listened to the 
dialectical match between Maribel and me. 

For a second I was afraid she got up and left. But instead of that, she though 
thoroughly about the counterattack. She lighted a cigarette and took long and calm 
drags. The smoke gracefully came out of her mouth. I knew sooner or later she 
would admit I was right. This story was nothing but a hideous and exhausting 
madness. 

—Did the Chinese authorities declare themselves? -Maribel changed 
conversation. 

—Not a single word. The truth is they’ve been clever enough. They’ve 
discredited their opponents being quiet. If they had given importance to the matter, 
someone might have suspected. It is a basic strategy... -A strategist hacker. Just 
what we needed now. 

Recovering from my bad humor, I said I wanted to see the photos of the famous 
bunker. Considering it was the source of our problems, at least I should see such 
sanctuary of pain. Junco got a cell out his pocket and connected to the Internet. 
Impressive. 

—lI hope this cell is safer than the others -I commented playing the fool. My 
joke caused no effect but two looks of disapproval at the same time—. Well, and do 
you have any idea, Enrique? 

—Let go and let God. 

—Wow, another believer! It doesn’t cease to amaze me that the vindictive God 
of the Old Testament awakens that much enthusiasm. I don’t believe the advices of 
somebody willing to kill his own son should be kept in mind. 

—You didn’t get a thing —Junco said. It’s a way of speaking. In addition, 
Abraham acted upon his blind faith in the sense and greatness of his mission. 


—My devotion is not enough to understand it. I’m sorry. 

—You made it clear -Maribel reproached me. 

If Darth Vader had been there, for sure he would have said his famous phrase «I 
find your lack of faith disturbing». I knew how she could feel. I brought her with me 
and now I was getting out of the matter. It was not the most heroic act anyone can 
imagine, but I was unwilling to keep imperiling her. That was an even bigger 
irresponsibility. 

—It is possible that, over the course of the next few days, someone reacts. -— 
Junco tried to breathe a bit of optimism to the issue. 

—And what kind of reaction shall we expect? 

—Are you so squared for everything? 


The question made me wonder, but I did not surrender myself to introspection 
and I let it be. It was time to keep quiet. The situation was quite hostile and the 


mood heated up. It was better to stop. 

Junco asked us about some cheap hostel to lodge for a few days. A naiveté for 
his part to think there was something cheap in Paris. 

—Come with us. We have plenty of room and we owe you more than one. 

Some Japanese tourists were looking at the statue created by Amédée 
Doublemard dedicated to Marshal Moncey. I looked at the heater that warmed us, 
picturing the gas cylinder inside. I smiled with nostalgia: what could a bit of butane 
be compared with a nuclear explosion? 
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The paintings of Erika had been sent to Paris. A transport specialized in art 
works took care of them. Dagna held a conversation with the kids. On one hand she 
wanted to calm them regarding the situation of his father and, on other hand, she 
was trying to comfort little Erika. The decision of Klaus would be totally respected, 
but disappointment was visible in the face of the girl. Her mother agreed that, since 
they would not be there for the opening, they would visit the exhibition to make 
sure the pictures arrived intact. The children had never been in Paris and received 
the deal with great pleasure. 

Thirty five hours later they landed in Charles de Gaulle. The kids were 
delighted. Dagna had the look of a Teuton Brigitte Bardot and the children looked 
like new arrivals from a remote past, from a German version of Little House on the 
Prairie. The Zimmermanns were a real family where there are some. Dagna called 
one of the art dealers who visited their house. They offered to collect them at the 
airport and to provide a place to stay. Any courtesy was nothing for the star of the 
Biennial show. 

After taking the baggage, the family walked to the exit. One of the women was 
waiting for them. She greeted them warmly and guided them to the car. 

—Would you prefer to go to the exposition room or to the hotel? -she asked in 
poor English. 

—We would like to leave our baggage and freshen up, if it’s not asking too 
much. 


—Not at all, Madame. 


The woman started the Saab and headed to a luxurious hotel in the center. 
Dagna was pleasingly surprised with the efficiency of the organization. 

—lIt is not usual to count on the presence of so young and, between us, genuine 
artists in the Biennial show. The work of Erika will cause an enormous commotion. 
It’s magnificent! 

—We are very grateful for the opportunity you gave to Erika. 

—lIt’s an honor for us, no doubt. -There was something sensual in the way she 
spoke English, despite she was not sensual at all. She had a soft and penetrating 
voice, in contrast to the deep voice of Dagna. 

The room was ready at their arrival. They left their bags and had a quick 
shower. The art dealer waited for them downstairs, in the hall, having a Martini. 
She had her sunglasses on inside the hotel. She was wearing an everlasting black 
high collar sweater and skinny pants of the same color. When the Zimmermanns 
appeared, she stood up in one leap and received them with a wide smile. Before 


entering the car, she asked for permission to smoke a cigarette. 


—The smoking law is annoying -she justified herself—. Do you smoke? —she 
asked Dagna while offering the pack to her. 


—I’m quitting, thank you. 
—I will also do it someday. -She did not give more than four drags before 
throwing it in the street. 


Dagna asked the woman to stop in a newsstand where they had international 
newspapers. The woman agreed with pleasure. I like to be informed, added the 
German. They made a quick stop in front of a kiosk on the way to the exhibition 
and Dagna bought two French, two American and one English newspapers. She had 
a look at the pages of the German newspapers at the airport of Dresden. She verified 
the international press did not talk about her post in the Aquarius either. She 
observed the streets from the car window. That innocent people lived in absolute 
ignorance. They would stop living soon and they were spending their last days 
making their Christmas shopping. Whoever was the brain that organized that 
atrocity, he did it very well: the world was not stopping, neither a scream, nor a 
stop in daily life. Many of the workers of Bunk would not even know what they 
were facing, working with effort and as if nothing happened. Thousands of 
construction workers and other trades, soldiers, police officers, IT guys, and none of 
them said a thing. The reason was easy to understand: they did not know what was 
going on. The perfect plan is always boosted by silence and lack of information. It 
was impossible to exactly know the scope of the damage in case of an offensive by 
any of the two parts. Would it be limited to China or The United States? Would it 
annihilate all The West or extend to the rest of the planet? The global threat was a 
reality, at least potentially. Brandeis updated her on some technical details which 
made her hair stand on end. She made an effort to play it down, promising him — 
mercifully— it would not happen, that his dad would avoid it, and, in spite of his 
exceptionally gifted intelligence, the child believed her. 


Half an hour later they arrived to the facilities of the Biennial show. It was a 
huge industrial unit located in the suburbs. It reminded of an old railway station, 
even if it never was, and the main materials were iron and glass. Brandeis observed 
every element with supreme attention, as if he were making the drawings his mind, 
tracing lines and placing the wires. Erika, for her part, was more playful. There 
were just a few cars in the large parking, those of the workers. 

An immense poster with the face of Erika hanged on the entry, the image of the 
Biennial show. The three members of the family Zimmermann, especially the 
painter, were very pleased. Inside, they observed the place was ready. 

The only things missing were hanging the artworks and the final touch of the 
cleaning team. The other members of the retinue were waiting for them inside. 
They showed as much effusiveness as their colleague and went on to show the area 


where the work of Erika would be placed. They chose the main room, perfect to 
display large pieces. 

—Had you ever dreamed of having a debut like this? -the effeminate man 
asked the protagonist. She denied shaking her head and with a shy smile. 


They all seemed to be delighted with the visit of the breakout artist of 
contemporary art and she let herself be loved. Nevertheless, her mother faced a big 
wave of contradictory sensations. She shared the enthusiasm with the rest but 
regretted having to leave shortly. She had liked to shout to the world the crazy 
event that was about to happen, but she told herself people would thought she was 
crazy. Partial or total mass extermination of human race always was a tricky matter. 
The main feeling was beast impotence. Dagna was the perfect personification of a 
modern myth of Casandra: sexy, visionary and ignored. 


They brought some soda for the kids and coffee for the adults. The paintings 
arrived without problems, one of the organizers indicated. 


—Can I see them? —Dagna asked. 
—They are still packed. 


—Please. -The wife of the biologist knew it could be the last time she saw the 
work of her daughter. The effeminate men understood something imperceptible and 
asked her to follow him. They went down to a huge armored basement. 


They tore the bundle with a blade and the mother stared at the paintings. She 
was a strong woman, way more than her husband, and she did not cry. She 
clenched her teeth with anger and remembered then why she never believed in 
God. 

—tThey are beautiful -the little man said. Dagna did not show any reaction. She 
was absorbed by contemplation. 


—Let’s go up -she said after a few minutes. 


An hour later, the Zimmermanns prepared to enjoy of a guided visit around the 
City of Light. Three commissioners offered to show them the most emblematic 
places of the French capital. Thankfully for all, the children were not fans of 
cultural byproducts of Disney and they could avoid a discussion about stopping in 
the famous theme park. Brandeis showed his great interest to see Eiffel Tower and 
Erika preferred the Louvre. The commissioners did not have any problem to get VIP 
passes for all and Erika could enjoy contemplating The Death of the Virgin by 
Caravaggio, The Raft of the Medusa by Théodore Géricault, The Arcadian Shepherds — 
the mythical piece of Poussin— and The Code of Hammurabi. She was a bit 
disappointment seeing with her own eyes the small size of The Mona Lisa. 

When living the museum, Brandeis delighted again with The Louvre Pyramid 
by Ieoh Ming Pei. He was fascinated by that structure since he was a child. He knew 
all technical details: the angle of inclination of its faces is 51 degrees, the center of 


gravity coinciding with the ones of three pavilions of the museum, etc. They said 
goodbye to their guides at the door and went for a walk around the city. Dagna 
wondered if she would ever see them again. 

Night fell over Paris. The children were slept when Dagna Zimmermann served 
herself a glass of wine and sat down in the interior windowsill using it as a bench. 
The city was beautiful and she would have wished her husband were there. She 
bought their plane tickets from the hotel and went to bed but she could not get to 
sleep. 


Fifteen hours later, they were flying to Nebraska. Dagna had sent a text to Klaus 
announcing their arrival. She knew the biologist was forced to stay inside the 
bunker due to the absence of his family. Captivity became a way of pressure so 
theirs came to the enclosure and, in turn, their presence would be a guarantee for 
the stay of the scientist in the facilities. A feedback mechanism. A vicious circle. 

A desperate man and fearing for his family it is always a potential danger. 
Sooner or later, he would try to escape or something more serious and that was 
something Bunk could not tolerate: Klaus Zimmermann had to remain in the 
underground prison by hook or by crook. And that was the way it would be. 
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The arrival of Oppenheimer at home was enthusiastically celebrated by his 
family. The three women of his life were anxiously waiting for him and they asked 
him many questions about his work place. The physicist tried to give them the slip, 
going off at a tangent. He said it was a very modern enclosure placed in the desert 
of Nebraska where he met a good number of mad scientists, without specifying up 
to what point. 


In the surface, things had not changed too much. Anna adapted well to her new 
school, Hasmik was thrilled with her high school and Narine followed the classes of 
Terry attentively. In outline, they were perfectly adapted. 


Tired of the underground food, Niels begged to have dinner at home. He felt 
like having some love and affection from his family. He was dying to heat a 
delicious dish of tabbouleh and a great khorovats. «Deal», his wife assured him. 


Oppenheimer needed a shower. Under the water he reviewed all recent events. 
His heart was divided between the need to inform his family about the situation and 
his desire to enjoy, even if it was just for a few days, the rest and peace his family 
gave him. He thought about Anna, about how she would be underground and who 
could take of her; he imagined Hasmik, his beautiful teen daughter, with a whole 
life ahead of her that would be interrupted, cut short, amputated without mercy in 
approximately twenty days; and Narine, the inspiration of his life, his beloved wife, 
his other half, without prospect of enjoying her well-deserved calm, fruit of years of 
wait, battle and patience. 

In this way, Niels Oppenheimer, a man not inclined to sentimentalism, started 
to cry for the first time in many years. So many he could not even remember how it 
was. The sounds, the gestures, the spasms, were something odd for him. 

While he was drying, he made a mental list of things to do: go to Lake Superior, 
find Burt Kutcher (Zimmermann gave him all necessary details, including his 
physical description), show him the photos and drawings and hope he had a 
brilliant idea or, at worst, a simple one. 

Niels was itching for going out. On his way home, on the official car, he 
enjoyed looking at the sun, as if for the first time, like someone seeing the beach for 
the first time with eighty years. 

—I believe I’ve been so eager to go to a supermarket —he said to his family—. Is 
anyone coming with me? 

The whole family Oppenheimer prepared to go shopping. Nobody wanted to be 
far away from the father. They went on foot. The streets had a new shine for the 
scientist. He told himself he would miss them. He would miss any street with sun, 
wind, rain, night and stars. One week in the bunker was enough for him to hate 


fluorescent lighting. He walked like a curious child who just discovered the world. 
Cars, traffic lights, lampposts and roads gained a new value. Narine waved at a 
neighbor who went to their house to welcome them to the neighborhood and Niels 
got excited seeing things went well. 


What kind of lunatic would want a place like that to be destroyed?, the 
physicist wondered. Why were people at the mercy of insane whims of a few crazy 
politicians? Was there no other possible alternative? It was a long time ago since 
last time he voted, but he promised himself, if they survived that nightmare, he 
would never do it again and would encourage other people to follow his example. 
The democratic model had gone too far, giving almost absolute power to a bunch of 
brainless narcissists and megalomaniacs who believed they had the right to decide 
for and about other people’s life. He decided that, with the money he earned, he 
would never had to work to make a living. He would leave science and would spend 
all his time and effort on making the population aware of ruling class, politicians, 
bankers and other powerful people outrages. Without meaning to do so, he was 
turning into an anarchist with plenty and necessary means to face up to the system. 
A committed and dissident millionaire, a pain in the ass to tyrants. He did not care 
if his attitude incited his enemies to kill him. In the end, he already knew what was 
to be dead. 

The aisles of the supermarket can sometimes be a real sanctuary. The world 
being about to end could easily be one of these times. Another one, living during 
one week in an underground labyrinth. Niels Oppenheimer realized that miracles 
were in daily things to which we did not pay much attention: I push the switch and 
the light goes on. I open the faucet and there is warm water. I answer the telephone 
and can speak with someone who is a thousand miles away. Details that are 
normally unnoticed for most of the people and that, nevertheless, showed the great 
power for transformation and adaptation to the environment of beings as fragile as 
humans. 

Once their shopping bags were full, the Oppenheimers came back to their 
house. While they were cooking, Niels proposed a trip to Lake Superior. It would be 
nice to rent a car and do some tourism. It looked like a very good idea to the girls. 

—I would like to meet someone there. 

—Did you already make friends? —Narine asked. 

—tThe truth is I don’t personally know him yet, but I have to hold a 
conversation with him. 

—You start looking like Americans, using your free time to establish contacts — 
his wife funnily said. 

—Not so much. bu dum 4uybpbi £ Sputuwlwt. —Niels made quite clear he 
continued being Armenian to the marrow. 


Thought out, he was more a stateless than any other thing. He took the 


Armenian nationality, despite not being his country of origin. Now he was in the 
United States with an unlimited residence visa. «Unlimited» had a hint of irony, 
considering America could disappear from the face of the planet in a few days. 
Without moving speeches, Niels Oppenheimer assumed citizenship of the world as 
his identity sign and real flag. Something quite complicated for a home and family 
guy, eager to settle down. Soon there would be no place to do it. 


The Oppenheimers enjoyed a good time. Preparing good khorovats in North 
America was a bit difficult to achieve, but they did what they could. After all, the 
result did not matter. 


That day Niels did not sleep much, not to say absolutely nothing. They left the 
bunker at ten o’clock the previous evening and after eating he felt tired and decided 
to take a nap. He did not use to do it, but in this case he totally needed it. Niels 
Oppenheimer did not normally dream either. That evening he saw himself on the 
shore of a lake. The environment was charred. He could see hot and floating ashes. 
Anna was on the other side, standing with the bear he gave her. In his dream he 
trembled contemplating his daughter standing up, but he had a big sense of anguish 
because he could not cross the lake. The girl went here and there. He could hear she 
was calling him, not from the distance, but as if her voice were in the environment 
not being able to know from where it came. Suddenly, the physicist began to walk 
in the water, discovering he did not sink. He walked on water as Jesus Christ did 
according to the Bible. Before reaching the other shore, Niels sank sharply. He could 
breathe under water, though he could not stop the fall. When he reached the 
bottom he saw a wood structure in front of him, an irregular polyhedron with small 
windows on both sides. He had the feeling that it was the bunker, even if it did not 
look totally like it. He slowly walked to it. He kept hearing the voice of Anna calling 
him. This time it seemed to come from inside the ark. Yes, he sensed that thing was 
Noah’s Ark, which image was spread by supposed Chinese researchers. The teddy 
bear of Anna was on the floor in from of what seemed to be the main door. He tried 
to open the door, but it did not open no matter how hard he pushed it. There was a 
blinding light, up to the point that he could see nothing but a high white color and 
he heard an unfamiliar voice, of unknown gender, stated in a foreign language 
something he understood: «It is not Noah’s Ark», after this he woke up still under 
the effect of a disagreeable, powerful and infinitely sad feeling. The clearest 
manifestation of loneliness. 


It was getting dark when Niels appeared in the lounge. He was still a bit 
shocked, but he preferred not to share with his wife the odd dream he just had. 


Early in the morning, they already had a rental car and they were getting ready 
for a rest day for some of them and a working or antiwar maneuver day for him. If 
there was something good about cooperating with the United States, it was that, by 
«magic» arts, all his documents were totally in order: passport, visa, driver’s license, 


etc. 

They had a few hours on the road to go and Niels thought maybe they had to 
came back home the following day. However, he ventured not to reserve a room in 
any place. The great thing in America, Oppenheimer thought, is that there was 
always a room for visitors, terrestrial or extraterrestrial. 


American roads normally attract the attention of foreigners due to its 
spaciousness, linearity and number of lanes. Even in small villages, the roads had 
more lanes than many main highways in Europe. Niels joked saying Americans — 
except for big cities— would not need to learn how to park or go in reverse if they 
did not want to, since they could go to any place, burger bars included, just pressing 
the gas pedal and nearly without moving the steering wheel. 


Vegetation was spectacular. The heart of North America was a forest. When 
Niels Oppenheimer turned on the radio, the version of «Hallelujah» by Jeff Buckley 
was playing in a local radio and the music totally transformed the journey for a few 
minutes, providing it with a wonderful spirituality. Even trees seemed to dance to 
the rhythm of the musician who died in his prime. 


After a few stops to stretch their legs, have a snack and other unavoidable 
bodily functions, the Oppenheimers arrived to the part of Lake Superior indicated 
by Klaus Zimmermann as the place where Burt Kutcher would be. There were 
signposts indicating how to get to the base. It was midday and sunny, but the 
temperature was amazingly low. There was snow everywhere and it was freezing 
cold. The base was a camp as the ones you see in photographs of Pole Expeditions. 
The access was not restricted. From the shore, the lake looked like a sea, nothing 
unusual considering it was bigger than the Czech Republic. Like any true lake, it 
also held a paranormal story: one about the UFO shot down on November 23, 1953 
that lied at the bottom together with the Kinross AFB F-89. And, as in the rest of 
cases, proofs were never conclusive enough. Or they never went public. Niels, who 
knew the history, thought there was no need for aliens to come to destroy the Earth, 
as its own inhabitants -especially some crazy specimens— would do it. 

Oppenheimer was the first one to arrive to the base. The other scientists who 
were there did not give special importance to his presence. They were used to see 
new faces and the Armenian had the looks of a researcher. He asked for Kutcher and 
they told him where he was. After introducing himself as a friend of Klaus 
Zimmermann, Niels said he came with his family. Kutcher invited them to enter and 
to have a warm chocolate or a coffee. He also offered them a room to spend the 
night. 

Burt was a guy about his fifties with pretty healthy appearance. Gray hair, rosy 
cheeks and quite kind personality. Oppenheimer briefly explained the reason of his 
visit, passing over the most compromising details. The women stayed inside the 
base and both men went out for a walk. 


—How is good old Zimmermann? -his colleague inquired. 


—He in fine by and large. He asked me to show you this. -He showed him the 
pictures. 


—I cannot see well what they are about —Kutcher said after having a look. 
—Don’t worry. We can print them now. 


He told him what it was about and that made the American turn pale. 
Oppenheimer did not beat around the bush and he added that the German 
mentioned he would know what it was, which was partially true, since Burt only 
knew about the drawings of the Swimming pool. He briefly explained what the 
other thing was, for instance, the drawings of nuclear warheads. 


—I guess you are aware of the Chinese threat, am I wrong? -Burt Kutcher felt 
startled. 


—tThat is right -he answered motivated by the honesty of the foreigner. 
—Do you believe there is something we could do about it? 
—Mr. Oppenheimer, I’m a scientific, not a soldier or a journalist. 


—Me neither. —The face of Niels transmitted strength. He would only leave 
with a precise response. 


The cold made some kind of condensed water vapor go out when breathing out. 
Burt Kutcher took a pack of cigarettes out his coat and offered one to Niels before 
lighting one for him. Niels accepted the offer. 


—It’s a delicate situation —Burt continued—. I’ve thought it through but I don’t 
manage to find a solution. It exceeds my capacity. 


—I sincerely believe we must intervene. 

—And what can we do? 

—I hoped you could tell me. 

—I’m afraid you went on a trip in vain. 

—Not at all. The landscape is beautiful and worth it. -Both men smiled. The 
situation could not be more bizarre. 

When the cigarette consumed, Kutcher put it out on the ground and then 
wrapped it in a tissue. A true ecologist. He could not be a bad man. 

—Does someone else know all that? —the host of the Oppenheimers continued 
saying. 

—I guess that quite a few men. 

—I meant... 

—...If someone knows I know? 

Burt Kutcher did not know what to answer first and took his time to do it. At 
some point he should imagined it was better to lay his cards on the table and to stop 
getting the lay of the land. He had, in his opinion, enough reasons to be sure about 
the Armenian knowing many things. However, the truth is that Oppenheimer was 
trying his luck, not to say he was bluffing his way out. Klaus Zimmermann did not 


give all the information about his American counterpart. In fact, he did not even 
mention he doubted about him. If he had known, Kutcher would have noticed the 
mistake he had just committed. 

The American, in a certain way, lied, considering he knew the blog entry. So it 
was really probable he wanted to know the sender. If Klaus Zimmermann was 
inside, who did it? That was the real mystery for him, especially considering 
Kutcher knew it was signed by the alias of the German. 

—Did you know the information you gave me have been spread? -he finally 
dared to ask. 


—It’s probable. 


That little man of nice appearance called Niels Oppenheimer had an amazing 
determination and conviction with his statements. 

—And don’t you casually know who did it, right? 

—How would I know it? —-Niels was preventing his words from indicating he 
had something to do with spreading the news, including proofs. Klaus did not tell 
him he sent the pictures to his wife, and he did not know about the existence of the 
revolutionary blog. So, in a real sense, he was not straying from the truth—. In any 
case -he continued—, what’s important is that now the whole world knows what 
happens in Nebraska and what will happen in a few days. 

—Can you see someone did something at all? —Kutcher gave a hint of a 
disappointed smile— not even a trace of panic, nor a single reaction. Don’t you see 
it? Either nobody cares or nobody seems to realize of the importance of the matter. 
Nobody believes us. 

—Think it over —Niels said—, would you believe it? 


Burt Kutcher glanced at the lake. The worry was clear in his face. Like if he 
knew they could do nothing no matter how hard they tried. 


—Mr. Oppenheimer —Burt concluded—, this is the end. 


Trying to keep calm and hope alive, Niels Oppenheimer, after looking to the 
lake of his dreams, replied: «I’m not so sure of it». 

At nightfall, they all sheltered in the base. Even if it was equipped with leading 
technology, the building was obsolete and functional, similar to a Russian scientific 
camp from the Nineteen Seventies. Although his family did not complaint, the trip 
was not really satisfying. The cold was too strong and they did not feel like going 
out for a walk and, even if they did, Anna would not have been able to join. A 
precaution error and miscalculation. 

They had mess for supper and went early to bed. The barracks was perfectly 
equipped with heating systems and Niels could not help but remember the bunker. 
He could not rest much that night and as soon as it began to get light they thanked 
Burt and his men for their hospitality and prepared to leave. 


Before the physicist got in the car, Kutcher called him. The others ensconced 


themselves inside the vehicle. 

—Mr. Oppenheimer, I have something to admit to you -the Armenian looked at 
him expectantly—. I knew who you were, but I admit I was surprised about you 
knowing Klaus. -There was kindness in his look— It’s probable that we meet again 
soon. 

—It is -Niels said goodbye without bothering to find out how he knew him. 

On their way home, Oppenheimer tried to understand what led Burt to hide the 
information. A man who does not throw butts to the ground not to damage nature, 
even if it did not matter much now, was not a bad person. What motives did he 
have? What did they offer him in return? Despite the cold weather, there was no 
need for snow chains to drive. 


Before going to bed that night, Oppenheimer told the truth to his wife, the 
terrible truth. Narine could not believe the words of her husband. 

—Are you saying we will have to get into an underground bunker in ten days? 

—tThat’s it -Niels answered dismayed. 

The American Dream was giving way to universal insomnia. The physicist asked 
his wife not to worry. Everything is gonna be alright, he promised her. Everything is 
gonna be alright. Would some kind of a miracle happen? Oppenheimer wondered 
staring at the ceiling of his room. 

—God -he said—. God, would you help us, good God? —he said. And this way 
he managed to sleep. 


27 


December 15th 


Just ten days before the date of the attack, the first guests began to arrive. The 
facilities, practically deserted till then, became a throng. The murmur of the 
multitude, the noise of the anthropomorphic equipment, the steps and the 
controlled confusion were easily perceived. There was staff destined to direct the 
circulation of people, guiding them to their rooms and indicating the location of the 
main premises in a rush. 

The rest of the Zimmermanns arrived a few days earlier for the delight and 
relief of Klaus. He gave the order to collect them at the airport. The cost of their 
tickets was immediately refunded in his bank account, although he had no idea 
about it. During all that time he did not think about material issues at all, further 
than those related to the huge Swimming pool («Tub», as the biologist called it 
sometimes, pretending to be confused) and to how to bring his family there, or 
otherwise, escape. 


It was interesting to see how Americans implemented all formal details 
conscientiously, independently of their importance: refunding the money of the 
flight tickets for the Zimmermanns, having several agents looking for «fugitives» as 
Leén Poiccard or Maribel Salgado, etc. Matters that could have stayed in the 
background but that the Yankees did not neglect at all. 


Dagna and the children were in shock after seeing where the father was 
destined with their own eyes («arrested», in Klaus opinion). The scientist went out 
to receive them, with two armed soldiers. The kids ran to hug him and his wife 
walked slowly to him, but with the same enthusiasm until they warmly embraced. 
As she was getting closer, a wide and moving smile showed in her face. The 
uniformed men contemplated the scene impassively. The snow covered now the 
ground that was burning a few months earlier. Everything was white up there: the 
area, the sky, the trees, and the skyline. It was like being in an unknown dimension, 
some sort of unfinished virtual scene, similar to those appearing in video games. 


Brandeis, as usual, observed everything closely, paying special attention to 
architectural and technical elements. Swathed in a coat similar to that of the 
explorers of Polar Regions, including the hood with faux fur, and his hands covered 
with thermal gloves, the boy was holding the hand of his father. Erika held the 
other one and Dagna followed them closely, in parallel. Inside the enclosure, the 
central heating was working in full performance. The new arrivals took out their 
coats and followed Klaus, who showed them how to get to their bungalow. 


Unlike the day the biologist arrived, December 15th was a hard day to move 
around the top floor of the bunker: few elevators and many bodies trying to 
descend. There were people of all the ages and kinds, though, for the present, not of 
all races. Klaus did not see any black or Hindu individual. Undoubtedly, Chinese 
were conspicuous by their absence and, as far as he saw, neither he found any Latin 
American citizen. He realized almost everybody wore expensive clothes, despite 
many of them dressed informal and even sports clothes. He was even surprised to 
see some individual dressed in the style of rabbis. 

A confusing echo spread across every corner. Words in several languages led to 
a common one, the only one audible but unfortunately incomprehensibly. Single 
words coming from Israelis, Germans, Austrians, English, Australians, North 
Americans, filled the corridors of the bunker. 


Zimmermann realized his «neighborhood» started to face overpopulation: all 
the houses were occupied by entire families of individuals who did not know what 
they had to do or what to wait for. They seemed disoriented and slightly nervous. 


The activity inside the complex began to be frenetic. More and more people 
arrived. Though the worst was the noise of something impossible to glimpse from 
where Klaus and his family were: sounds that conveyed the huge extent of that 
place and indicated something gigantic was moving. That sound almost turned into 
vibration. A subtle and disturbing vibration at the same time, as if it were an 
earthquake below three in the Richter scale. 


The house of the Oppenheimers had the lights on. Narine, Hasmik and Anna 
just arrived that morning. The Zimmermanns left them a few hours to duly settle in 
and agreed to have dinner together that night to establish connection from the very 
first moment. Loneliness and isolation could be awful enemies down there. The 
language was a disadvantage that, in this case, would not take long to resolve. 

The first impressions of the new arrivals of both families were contradictory: on 
one hand, they should have been grateful for having a place to shelter in the event 
of a nuclear attack, but, on the other hand, the feeling of being underground —not to 
speak about the prospect of being targets of such an offensive— overwhelmed them 
in the extreme. Should a prisoner sentenced to death feel grateful for his last 
supper? Surely. But none of the members of both families was given to suffer such a 
particular Stockholm syndrome. 


Klaus wondered how long it would take for all guests to settle, stopping in this 
way the incessant circulation and allowing him to recover a bit of calm now his 
family was with him. Maybe were everyone convened on the same day and at the 
same time? It was conceivable that, given the possibility of a surprise attack —prior 
to the indicated date—, the «chosen people» were called to come earlier than 
planned. It could also attend to adaptation reasons. Living in a bunker was not easy 
to assimilate, so it was better to be prepared for it. Obviously, the next question 


was: how long will they be down there to need an adaptation period? 

They had to admit the houses were fully equipped with all necessary utensils 
and provisions. That could only show the intention of the organizers of transmitting 
a sense of normalcy and providing the best comfort possible to their guests. The 
houses had cable television with a wide list of documentaries, cartoon and movies 
of all genres. No news broadcasts or external TV channels. If in the end things got 
tricky, nothing could be less advisable than the broadcast of the end of the world 
through the television screen. There were plenty of reserves of soap, towels, clothes, 
food and drinks inside the houses and the complex had a few mega-stores where 
more supplies were stowed. In other words, the guests could spend their bizarre 
vacations celebrating parties at any time of the day. The motto was very simple: 
everything is fine. Enjoy your stay in the bunker. Enjoy, enjoy, enjoy. 

The Zimmermanns and the Oppenheimers prepared to enjoy that night as well. 
Women shared international recipes in the kitchen of the Germans, few words and 
many nice gestures. Children played in their language that knows no borders or 
nationalities and the two scientists arranged the table without leaving their 
respective beers. 

Oppenheimer had the impression of recognizing a face at the other side of the 
street, several houses away. 

—Do you see that gentleman there? —he asked Klaus looking at him. 

—tThe old man? 

—Yes, that gentleman of so sweet and respectable appearance. 

—He is an old friend of the Armenians. -He paused—. Of some Armenians and 
more than one Azeri. Underneath that facade of lovable old man he is a ruthless 
spy. —Another painful pause—. Not all Jews are good. -His eyes momentarily lost 
sight, travelling deep in the soul of the Azerbaijani son at the speed of light, to 
return shortly after. Klaus nodded in agreement. 

—Have you met many Jews? -the biologist asked. 

—Technically I am. My mother was and I suppose you know that if you are 
born Jewish or become one, you'll always be. 

—I know. 

—Zimmermann... —Niels whispered. 


—... Oppenheimer. -The physicist smiled back. Things were clear for both of 
them. 


—I was also born in Azerbaijan and ended up living in Armenia. 

—Well, I’m German and I’m far from being a Nazi. You never know where life 
can take you, buddy. —Niels agreed with a gesture. 

The old man walked into his bungalow without noticing that both men were 
watching him. 


—At least we have a neighbor who is not a scientific and will ensure us a good 
dose of gossips... 

—He is not a scientific, though he could cause death with terrifying precision, 
but his wife is. Mara Rodenstein, one of the most important pathologists of the 
world. An odd couple. -After thinking carefully, he added— Guy, I hate this 
neighborhood. 

Despite the time, people were still coming, although at a slower pace. 

The German and the Armenian lamented the little help Burt Kutcher gave them. 
The women soon came with the food. The gentlemen had set the table in the porch 
and, as soon as they saw them coming, they got up to help them with the plates. It 
seemed the boys were getting along well with each other, which was a good sign of 
the feasibility of the underground living. A mixture of German and Armenian 
cuisine, adapted according to the available ingredients, filled the small table. Both 
men made short work of the food remaining standing while women and children 
were seated. 

Before they finished, something incredible happened. Burt Kutcher appeared 
with his wife and his two children. Klaus looked up and blinked once or twice until 
he was totally sure about what he was seeing. Niels Oppenheimer studied the scene, 
saying nothing. The German stroked his chin. His growing hair sounded like dead 
leaves. He stood mildly, but firmly, getting the attention of his American 
counterpart, who raised his hand as greeting. 

Zimmermann began to walk towards him. Niels had gently squeezed his arm in 
a vain attempt to calm him. 


—Good night Burt. Long time no see. 


—Right. How are you doing? —Kutcher made a gesture indicating his family to 
enter their bungalow and tried to keep calm. 


—Not too bad. -He paused—. Good to know we are neighbors now. -He forced 
an unconvincing smile—. Maybe we could eat now that pending fish, don’t you 
think? 

—Of course. 

—lI had no idea you were coming here. -The anger of Klaus was increasing. 

—I swear it wasn’t planned. 

—Well -Zimmermann calmed down—, I don’t want to delay you tonight. You 
had a long trip for sure and you would like to settle as soon as possible. Do you 
think we could meet tomorrow? I have a friend I would like to introduce you. 

—Wonderful —Kutcher answered with a tremble in his voice. 

—Perfect. My house is there -he said pointing at it—. If you need something, 
you know to find me. 

While he walked back to the bungalow, Klaus Zimmermann collected his 
thoughts. His behavior had not been totally decorous. But the reaction of Burt did 


not clear up his doubts either. He omitted the information and now he seemed to be 
a bit nervous, which made him suspected at that moment. But still, Klaus felt rather 
despicable: his strapping appearance contrasted with the incipient flaccidity of the 
American, in spite of his good looks, and he hated to act as a small—time bully. 
After clarifying some questions, he would apologize, he thought. After all, he still 
believed that the end does not always justify the means. 


Klaus took a seat again and said it was an old friend that declined his invitation 
to join for dinner. They just arrived and they wanted to rest, he excused them. He 
did not stop taking quick glances at the house of Burt during the dinner. A mixture 
of anger and sorrow in his heart. Burt Kutcher, the person who introduced him to 
the environmental resistance, ended up being a collaborator of Bunk. Porca miseria! 


Kutcher was early in the house of Klaus the following morning. At least there 
was a moiety of courage on him. He arrived with a thermos of coffee and some 
plastic glasses. 

—wWait here —Klaus said and went to the house of Niels. After a few seconds, 
both of them came back to the house of the German biologist. Kutcher followed him 
with the look all the time. 

—TI’d like to introduce you to Doctor Niels Oppenheimer, a nuclear physicist. 
Maybe he sounds familiar to you. —Burt stood up to shake hands with him. 

—Of course he does —he said—. In fact, and as you might know, we already 
met. 

—I think it’d be better to go to a crowded place. —He looked around without 
gazing in anything—. I like people. 

The other two men immediately understood Klaus wanted to be away from 
cameras and microphones or, at least, mingled with as many people as possible. He 
asked Kutcher to leave the thermos and the glasses there and they all started 
waking. During their way, Zimmermann talked about trivial and anodyne matters: 
the weather, the ghost UFO in Lake Superior, the oil of Harley Davidsons and the 
fish, etc. He wanted the controllers behind the cameras to get an impression of 
tranquility, happiness and unconcern. Three friends walking along the «streets» of 
the most exclusive city. 

—When we reach the place, it would be recommendable to lower our heads 
when speaking. Like this, as I do -he mumbled and made an example: he slightly 
looked at the floor and raised his head with a smile—. This way it would be more 
difficult for them to lip-read us. 

Crowds did not abound down there, so they chose to stop in the surroundings of 
one of the food stores. 


—Well, Burt, do you have something to tell us? —Klaus asked directly. 
—What do you mean? 


—You knew what was going on down here very well and you didn’t say a word 
to me. You even let them bring me here. What if my family had decided not to come 
with me? Who gave them my address? 

—I did. 

—Son of bitch! -Klaus leaped on him and gave him a hard punch in the 
stomach. He immediately stopped. He thought it was not cautious to attract 
attention there. 

—I’m afraid you’re going to be one of the first people going to the infirmary - 
Oppenheimer said showing no reaction. 

Kutcher was hunched, squeezing his belly with both hands, but without trying 
to defend himself. Not just because he accepted the physical superiority of the 
German, but because, somehow, he considered that punishment fair enough. 

—tThey promised a place for my family down here -the American explained—. 
It’s not easy for a Jewish immigrant. Nothing was easy since we arrived from 
Poland! My parents had to change their names and surnames. —Klaus and Niels 
looked at him surprised. 

—You are not American? -Oppenheimer asked. 

—Now | am. I got the nationality some time ago. 

—And, are you Jewish? —Burt nodded. 

—I gave them your address, Klaus. I’m sorry about it indeed. I didn’t know 
what else to do. I had to save my family and I tried to tell you that coming here was 
the most reasonable thing to do. Don’t you remember the reply Ali Baba must give? 
Iam A.E. 

Burt Kutcher explained how, moved by guilt, he sent the famous email «Niels 
Oppenheimer is in» as soon as he learned Klaus accepted the offer of Bunk, which 
was nothing but a shell company of the own Government of the United States. 

He recognized to have indirectly affected many people, even innocent citizens, 
and tried to justify it claiming they threatened him to finishing with his scientific 
career and to make his life badly difficult. After his denial, they told him about the 
imminent Chinese attack and, finally, they promised refuge for him and his family if 
he agreed to cooperate. I had no choice, he claimed before heaving a sigh. 

—tThis matter is really strange -Oppenheimer said— and the world, by the way, 
is a very very small place. -It was clear that things calmed down a bit and that, 
tacitly, the three scientists were giving a rest to themselves. 

—Well -Klaus took the word again—, considering we are here, what can we do 
to avoid this disaster? 

Finding an answer would not be easy. 

—I think we should take it step by step -Oppenheimer suggested—. First of all, 
Burt, we don’t know what your task out of the bunker exactly was. 


Kutcher explained them his function was, basically, to investigate the water of 
Lake Superior. I’m not sure if you know the quantity they stored down here, he 
commented. 


—Yes, we know that -Zimmermann said. He just understood his colleague was 
panic—stricken. Heroism cannot be assumed in all human beings. 


—Let’s summarize —Niels proceeded in a meticulous and calculated way. 


They evaluated their tasks: one of them studied the characteristic of water in 
the surface, another one the viability of storing it in the bunker and the third one 
how to reduce the impact of a possible nuclear counterattack by the American 
army. 

Many elements did not fit together. The three scientists tried to solve the 
puzzle. Why to reduce the impact of an attack? Was not destruction the objective? A 
controlled destruction. A massive, rapid but not long lasting destruction. A 
combination of neutrons that annihilates the surface of the Earth without damaging 
the underground. Arguments flowed at full speed, like in a brainstorming of an 
advertising agency. 

—They asked me to reduce the impact of the nuclear warheads, but, even if the 
effect did not last, it would end with all life in Earth in just one second. Only 
refugees in a bunker like this one would survive. 


—So there is something we could do -Kutcher indicated. The other two 
researchers looked at him anxious waiting for a response—. We can publish in the 
Aquarius —he said looking at Klaus with a knowing expression— how to be safe in 
case the attack finally happens. It’s necessary to prepare the underground! Subway 
stations, sewage system, any underground place that could be used as refuge. 

—We know the characteristics of the American armament, but not the ones of 
the Chinese army —Klaus said. 

—I don’t believe they differ too much -Kutcher added—. No government in its 
right mind would like its country to disappear with the rest of the world. I’m sure 
the Chinese also have nuclear refuges. If the underground is damaged, it would be 
impossible to return to the surface. The harvests would grow contaminated, as well 
as the water. Life wouldn’t be viable in Earth, at least for a long time. 

—Burt —Oppenheimer clarified—, it’s not my intention to look important, but 
they paid me fifteen million dollars to discover how to prevent devastating effects. 
It’s not probable that many brains as mine exist, judging by the price they put to my 
ideas. 

—Surely, but we don’t know that exactly. China is an unknown world for us 
and the marvelous minds don’t skimp precisely in those lands. —-Niels gave him the 
reason with a gesture that also revealed the wound in his pretense. 

The Armenian searched at the back of his mind, until he realized of a small 
detail: 


—Out of the blue, has someone repaired in that, down here, we all have Jewish 
descent? 

—Is it important? 

—It seems too much of a coincidence. We’re missing something here. -Suddenly 
he remembered his conversation with Ezra at the base of Mount Ararat, while they 
were smoking Egyptian and American cigarettes respectively. Ezra... According to 
the Old Testament, the Book of Ezra and the Book of Nehemiah were messianic 
texts. In particular the part of Ezra had to do with the reconstruction of the Temple 
in Jerusalem and the legal organization of Judaism. 

Images travelled at full speed in his head: the Chinese and Noah’s Ark; the 
nuclear threat; the dream where it was revealed that what was in Mount Ararat, if 
there was something, was not the mythical ark, hope of last resort for the whole 
humanity and the animals living in Earth. 

—What a second! -The physicist continued— Oh, my God! Hurry up. We have 
to find a computer! We need to tell something terrible on the Internet! —Niels 
Oppenheimer started a frenetic race and the other two men followed him without 
asking. 

—All computers are controlled -Klaus warned while he was running at full 
speed with no particular destination. 

—But I have an idea -Burt Kutcher said, gasping, smiling and waving the 
mobile in his hand. 

Niels Oppenheimer knew if they discovered them, they would kill them. But he 
could not care less. He had too much in play to worry about something as 
insignificant as his own life. 


Several miles away, inside the same underground complex, Ezra and president 
Crush were talking about the day. They supervised the arrival of the guests from a 
room full with monitors. The enigmatic list was at the right of the president and 
Ezra could not help but looking at it occasionally. The smoke of the cigarette of the 
assistant and of the Havana cigar of the maximum representative of North American 
people filled the whole room, giving a phantasmagoric and crepuscular aspect to it. 

—Sir -Ezra asked without taking his eyes off one of the monitors—, if I may 
ask, what does the first lady think of her new residence? 

—the first lady is fully conscious there is no reward without sacrifice. This 
situation is hard and complicated for everyone, but we have no alternative but to 
face it with integrity. -He gave another deep soaking to his cigar—. If you don’t 
mind, I will go home. It was a long and very busy day. I need to rest a bit. Will you 
stay? 

—Yes, Mister President. ’ll stay here for a while. 


President Crush left the room leaving the list on the table to the surprise of 


Ezra. Tension overpowered him. He debated between calling his superior to say he 
forgot the file and putting it away. In the end, curiosity won the battle and, for the 
first time in many years -not to say in all his life—, Ezra committed a slip and 
opened the briefcase. 


Thousands, millions, of names. Some of them were known by him, others -most 
of them— were unknown. There were people of all kinds: doctors, painters and 
other artists, top athletes, top models, scientific from diverse branches and 
specialties, soldiers, bankers, businessmen... Ezra wondered where so many people 
would be lodged. European and North American names and surnames shared room 
with others of Jewish origin. Some of them were adapted or updated, whether it 
was for the people holding them, or just by the passage of time. 

Ezra lighted another cigarette and studied the list carefully, enjoying every drag 
while his eyes checked all those names. What was going on down there? He felt 
deeply disappointed, but he would have never recognized it -not even to himself—. 
He realized they treated him just like a junior worker: information chain also broke 
for him at some point. 

Nisim Aaretzky, Sodi Kaczanowski, John Coen, Nathaniel Bernstein, Hannah 
Chadow, Naomi Sachman, Mark Zuckerberg... The list was endless. What the hell 
was going on in the underground of the desert of Nebraska? 

Unlike his habitual procedure, Ezra began to wonder many things and decided 
to investigate some of that people randomly, since doing it in an exhaustive way 
would have been practically impossible. 

He looked at the safety monitors. The common areas were almost deserted. 
People were resting in their homes and he realized with deep pain that the only 
thing waiting for him was a cold bed in an empty room. What a reward for a life 
full with efforts, sufferings and sacrifices! 
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December 24th 


The alarm operation started. From December 16th, news had been divulged: 
unlike what it was considered previously, last news indicated that the information 
about Chinese intentions was totally false. New findings brought to light an even 
more worrying truth, concretely, that it was the own American government the one 
planning an offensive against Asian territory. 

The discovery was explained on the blog. Apparently, there was precise 
information of Chinese nuclear potential before 2006, which contradicted the arms 
assortment, its geographical location, and the declaration of good practices 
provided by China to the NTI: Working for a Safer World -including the principle of 
no-first-use— The incidents in North Korea opened Pandora’s box and The United 
States decided to prevail its superiority once again, «anticipating» to any surprise 
incident. 


Other users added more extravagant information connecting the American 
assault to a wish to expand Judaism on the yellow continent, restarting the anti- 
Semitism spirit and introducing a new destiny for the children of Zion. Or, in other 
words: China would turn into a huge concentration camp. The reasons would be, on 
one hand, to reduce the enormous power that Chinese people had reached in the 
past few decades in the New World and, on the other hand, for security reasons. 
From September 11th attacks, the Islamic appeal to attack the Jewish and the 
countries defending their interests were constant. A new exodus to China would 
solve both questions, at the time that it would give them their longed promised 
Earth through the back gate. 


There were even insane comments trying to validate there was not the first time 
Jewish emigrated there. According to these, during the 6th century B.C., some 
followers of Ezra started a journey with the historian (prophet, according to others) 
towards Asia, establishing in the northwest of India. From there they expanded till 
getting to China, creating —with the passage of the centuries— what was known as 
Kaifeng Jewish community, who had their own synagogue, and that would have 
survived until now, «renewing» or, at least, adapting some precepts of Judaism. 
Definitively, Wikipedia was seriously damaging some weak and twisted minds. 

Interpretations apart, the news had the same impact than the previous entry, 
that is, it just called the attention of the freakier sector of population, though no 
serious entity gave any credit to it. 

The origin of the blog entry was a text Burt Kutcher sent to an environmental 
colleague who, in turn, sent the information to Enrique Junco —who, after receiving 


it on his new «ironclad cell», finally published the post—. If someone else added 
further information or was responsible for some of the most alternative comments, 
that was something Junco did not know. 


As additional recommendation, the IT suggested everyone to protect each other 
underground on Christmas Day: subway stations, sewers, nuclear shelters, mines, 
etc. The deeper, the better. Additionally, he provided details about the 
characteristics of the American armament: lethal, volatile and superficial effects -— 
which would not reduce the devastating impact—. 


While Enrique Junco tried to publish some information he received by text, 
Maribel and I stayed at the luxurious mansion of the client of my brother. My 
partner seemed clearly and deeply affected. Nevertheless, I thought all that was just 
incredible: first a secret organization associated with the Government of the United 
States, later a Chinese threat and now some kind of war novel from a drugstore. The 
only thing that disconcerted me was that, in effect, a couple of very real men 
appeared in the draft where I used to work taking my computer with them and that, 
later, they chased us. Definitively, a few months after that I still did not know what 
the hell happened and what was still going on. 

—I believe the whole history is nothing else but rumors -I said trying to calm 
Maribel. 

—Rumors don’t chase people, Leén. 

—OK. Probably there is something, but has nothing to do with nuclear assaults 
or secret conspiracies. 

—But, what if they were not rumors? And if, after all, the history was totally 
true? 

—lIn this case, I’m afraid we are lost. 

The dejection of my partner was obvious and I did not know well what to do to 
comfort her. In the end her fragility, not feminine but human -the same one I could 
have also shared or felt—, arose. Up to then she had showed a fortitude that was 
near the limits of inhumane and, despite I was suffering for her, I could not help but 
be moved by her sing of sensibility. It was not that I believed Maribel was not a 
sensitive woman, but experiencing that extreme situation made her, if possible, 
even more charming and close. A naked woman, without the usual strategic 
distance mechanisms, the impediment of appearances, the masquerade ball. A 
Maribel just as she was; the real deal. I held her without any other kind of intention 
than give her my full support, calm and good wishes. Something that, I must 
recognize, I did not do very often. 

Though I did not used the expression «we must expect the worst», I started 
taking the first steps in that direction. I could not imagine the reaction that the blog 
entry would have, though my character inclined to effrontery and disenchantment 


made myself suppose it would be quite tepid, not to say nonexistent. Independently 
of my decision to «get out of» the matter, and only to satisfy, or at least to calm 
Maribel a bit, I agreed to perform the last action related to that senseless matter. 

I proposed to paint some graffiti on the streets, to bombard the blogs treating 
related topics, not just Junco and his people, to pester the forums saturating them 
with information -mainly with recommendations and instructions about how to 
shelter—, but, especially, to warn our family and friends, telling them the whole 
history and asking them to do a last act of faith -no matter how insane our history 
looked like— and to take precautions following our indications. 

Sending a last «press notice» to the Winds of Change could be a good idea. 
Maybe, in the end, it was the best news it ever published. We could use the 
opportunity to apologize with our boss. Leaving this world without reconciling first 
with all our enemies and leaving some issues pending is not a good idea. Later, we 
could come as ghosts and everything tends to be complicated for eternity. The 
positive part: there would be no place to come back to. 


Three hours later, Enrique Junco was back again in our «safe mansion». I told 
him my ideas and he agreed. He quickly phoned his mother, his girlfriend, Big Dick 
Jr. and a few more friends. The mother and his girlfriend would come to Paris. Big 
Dick would try to find a way in Madrid, as the rest of the colleagues of Junco. 

Maribel, for her part, called her parents from the landline. Later she would send 
a few emails to some friends, including the odious Henri. She did not know how to 
give the news: being direct or sell the idea of a colorful Christmas dinner. Finally 
she decided to be honest and transmitted them her worry. Her parents did not 
believe what their daughter was telling them at the beginning, but they ended up 
accepting her recommendations without interest. She knew they had a habitable 
basement, so she suggested them to celebrate Christmas Eve there. The good thing 
about being a millionaire is that you can always count on a place to protect yourself 
in case of an eventual nuclear attack. 

—So, won’t you join us that day? —her mother asked. 

—No, mum. Ill be out. 

—wWhat a pity, darling. Will you come in New Year’s Eve? 

—Maybe. 

The last question of her mother did not surprise Maribel. They never took 
anything she said seriously. And they did not seem to do it even in this terrible 
circumstance. Maribel clenched her teeth when she hung, so her sharp face 
emphasized even more. Hard and sensual cheeks at the same time. 

I only had Maurice and Fela. I phoned my brother from the landline too. 

—André? —-he asked. 


—It’s me, Leén. 


—Ah. What’s up? 

I briefly told him the history not before warning him it would seem crazy. The 
visit of the agents helped to give more credit to my words, despite, in effect, he 
confessed that what I was saying was a total madness. They chose to celebrate 
Christmas in one of the cellars of the winery and invited us to share refuge, food 
and good wine with them. I declined his invitation. I had a similar feeling to the one 
Maribel had: though we had never been present in a nuclear attack before and we 
did not know how it felt nor during how long, we did not want to share this 
moment with our family. Simply, we did not want to see them die or let them see us 
falling, even if their brain had no occasion to process that information, that last 
image. It was a question of respect and propriety. 


Deep down, I neither want to be with Maribel in that fatal instant. And that 
caused me a great inner stress. To see or not to see, that has always been the big 
question. 


—And where will you both be? —Maurice asked. 
—lI have a plan. By the way, will you come with us to an art exhibition? 


My answer confused my brother a little, who, after an instant of doubt, 
answered yes. He perfectly knew what I was thinking. That could be the last time 
we met and was a perfect excuse to say goodbye without drama and with a «see 
you» instead of a «good-bye». 


We did all we could during the days before D-day and on the eve of the 
supposed date of the end of the world we decided to relax a bit and enjoy the 
beauty of the pieces on display at the Biennial show in Paris. 

The mother and the couple of Junco arrived two days before it. There were no 
tourist visits but many explanations. Emma, —up to now— the unknown couple of 
Enrique, confessed she was always afraid of something like that happening. She did 
not entirely share the protest interests of her boyfriend, though for a long time it 
did not go further than some sort of quite inoffensive cybernetic tantrum. Since he 
told her the matter of Oppenheimer, Emma changed her mind. 


I was moved seeing the only thing his mother wanted was to spend, 
presumably, her last Christmas next to her son. The lady asked no questions, she did 
not judge. In addition, she was excited about being in Paris, despite not visiting any 
of its monuments and emblematic places. I did not need to ask if that was the first 
time she travelled outside Spain. In silent, I cursed the pigs who arranged such an 
end for humanity. Looking at the good woman, it was inconceivable that some 
unbalanced person were ready to finish off with millions people like her for pure 
personal reasons —no matter how much they adorned it with reasons of State—. 

A big cab collected us at the house of André, another guy who also had his 
private refuge. The mother of Junco was delighted. Everything she contemplated 
from the cab window looked fabulous for her. The city was taking advantage of the 


last hours before sitting at the table. Garlands, lanterns and Christmas carols hid the 
horror. Happy faces, entire families enjoying the vacations, that last minute gift 
from Santa we always forget. A million neutrons ready and prepared to devastate 
the Planet. A terrible contrast between multitude and critical mass. 


When we arrive at the entrance of the building which hosted the most 
important temporary exhibition in France, I realized my pack of cigarettes was 
empty. I could have asked Maribel for one, but, suddenly, I understood that not 
doing the expected could be a last act of transgression: to have a last cigarette 
before dying. So I squeezed the empty pack, threw it to the bin and told myself that, 
since we were going to kick the bucket, I preferred doing it while contemplating 
something beautiful rather than puncturing my lungs for the last time. 


Maurice and Fela were waiting for us close to the box office. There was a 
visible traffic of the friends of art, despite the date chosen by the organizers for the 
exhibition opening. The big posters with the freckly girl -who, as I would know 
later, was named Erika Zimmermann— were everywhere around there, including 
the main wall, right above the principal entrance. My brother had already bought 
the tickets and we did not stay longer outside. For my part, inspecting every scene 
before walking became a habit, checking nobody was following us. And it seemed 
SO. 


The interior of the big building was full of people. Full up, to coin a phrase. In a 
spontaneous way, though it is something not happening in supermarkets neither in 
art galleries, we went to the main room, where the pieces of Erika Zimmermann. 
Full to bursting. The work of the girl was a clear success and it did not surprise me 
that she was selected as main attraction of the Biennial show. All her paintings had 
something very special and, though I had lost faith in art long time ago —especially 
in artists and critics—, I must admit I experienced something similar to what I felt 
the first time I was in front of The Garden of Delights. Simply, I felt penetrated by 
the genuineness of her painting. I was momentarily on hold of all space-time 
dimensions. The paintings of the little girl contained something devastating, a naif 
proof of the world heading toward wrong directions, as we had forgotten the 
spiritual dimension -closer to the ground, the land and the body than it was 
supposed—. That made me think about how the world would be when the 
survivors, in case of being any, came back to the surface. For me it was a complete 
mystery. 

—TImportant art galleries have vaults underground -I said to my companions—. 
And there is exactly where we are going to hide tonight. -I could not stop thinking 
about the mother of Enrique Junco. What a last Christmas for her... 

The rest of my companions had the deference of not making any observation 
about the matter. I insinuated Maribel it would be better if we were started looking 
for the entry to the «safe» and thinking about the way of entering. We discreetly 
dissolved. I did not know if that would be a last goodbye or not. I only remember 


me saying to Maurice: «See you later and he agreed with his head. Maribel and I 
took one direction and Junco and his family another. We agreed to meet in the 
same room, no later than five o’clock in the afternoon. The exhibition closed that 
day at that hour and we were not concerned about the security cameras detecting 
our presence. After all, we would even do a great favor to the security team. 

The problems did not take long to appear. A gorilla, those we were quite used 
to, «politely» called us while we were walking along a deserted corridor. I guessed 
he followed us up to a slightly crowded place not to call attention while he arrested 
us. 

—Excuse me. —Maribel and I turned to him. There he was. 

Before he could react, Maribel gave him two accurate blows and the giant 
collapsed as a sack of potatoes, falling to the floor completely unconscious. I looked 
at her speechless. 

—Have I told you some time I’ve been in Japan once or twice? 

—I think I heard something about it —-I answered. 

—I wasn‘t doing tourism. I was in the Hombu Dojo perfecting my Aikido. 

—Wow, girl -I said—, you are full of surprises... 

I bent down to confiscate the badge and weapon of our persecutor. I knew they 
normally go in pairs, so I recommended Maribel to watch out, after which I felt a bit 
ashamed, since, in case of difficulties, she would be the one protecting me, from 
what we have seen. 

We located the access to the ground floor, where, presumably, the fortress 
where the art works were kept safe would be. It was not too difficult for us to find 
it. A security guard protected the entrance. I introduced myself as an Interpol agent 
and showed the badge of the gorilla fallen in «combat». Thankfully, it had no 
photograph of him and the security manager had no qualms about opening the door 
for us once I told him we were chasing an evasive arts thief. 

Once we were inside, I gave the pistol to Maribel. To tell the truth, weapons 
made me sick and, nevertheless, it looked great on her. The room was almost empty 
and the most noteworthy thing was a pile of bundles spread on the floor. Much 
Biennial show and then, look, I said to my Amazon. 

—It’d be better to separate -I said—, in case another agent appears, you know. 

—And where do we hide? This place is not so big. I won’t be able to lose sight 
of you -she said with a smile. I was glad to see she had recovered her good mood. 
The truth is we were all making a big effort to dissipate the discomfort that 
desperate situation caused us—. Look -she continued—, I will tell Junco and the 
others we found the vault. 

—And how you plan to get in again with them? -I asked her. She looked at me 
raising her eyebrows and the reply was clear for me without words—. Alright. Take 
care. -I gave her a passionate kiss and she did the same with equal intensity. 


It was down there where I decided to transcribe this history in my small digital 
recorder. I had a few hours and I could not think of nothing better to do. Now you 
all already know what happened. I sincerely hope these notes are of some use for 
someone. That is all from me. Soon, with luck, I will meet my friends and will 
patiently wait for our hour to come. I do not know if I will ever see my brother and 
my few loved ones. I do not know if I will ever see the Sunlight and the surface of 
the Earth. I do not know if I will be alive in a few hours. I only want to add I was 
very happy here. From Paris, Le6dn Poiccard says goodbye to all of you, on 
December, twenty-four... 
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December 25th 


Neither Klaus Zimmermann, nor Niels Oppenheimer nor the once again newly 
recruited, Burt Kutcher managed to provoke a riot inside the bunker. They did some 
timid graffiti in places with no security cameras —just because there was no traffic 
around such zones either— and little else. They could not leave notes under the 
door, since computers were controlled and any text left digital fingerprint. 
Handwriting then would be an even more immediate suicide. Graphology would 
chase them to death. And spreading it openly would have been the most direct way 
to the gallows —if it was not determined if they were metaphorical or real ones—. 

They could only hope the news they sent outside had made an impression on 
population. Obviously, that was something they could not verify inside there. Faith 
and hope turned into the only weapon these three scientists had. How ironic! Klaus 
though all the time, my whole life at the service of reason to end up commending 
myself to God. 


It was not necessary for the three men to raise doubt or spread terror among 
their neighbors, since the own situation plunged everyone into an increasing 
confusion and edginess day by day. Everybody tried to hide it by all means. People 
did as if they were preparing to celebrate Christmas, the ones who respected that 
tradition, as if nothing happened, but tension was palpable. As December twenty- 
five was getting closer, the faces of the adults confined underground shrank. Most of 
them had hid their children the real reason of the confinement, which helped them 
play nonchalantly in the «streets» controlled by thousands of security cameras. 
Without a doubt, the eve of the event would have hints of Last Supper in many 
homes. 


The families Oppenheimer, Zimmermann and Kutcher decided to celebrate 
something similar to Christmas Eve all together. In strict sense, it was not a question 
of commemoration of the arrival of the son of God, since they did not believe Jesus 
was the Messiah, neither that God existed, but neither a small and adapted version 
of Hanukkah, since none of them was practicant, or believer, to tell the truth. That 
meeting, therefore, would have a pagan meaning. Three families that decided to be 
together to celebrate they were still alive, who knows for how long, and to show 
their gratefulness to no especial god. 

The women showed a courage and strength without precedents. They did not 
leave their children for a second. The men had hard expression, waiting for a 
surprise attack, like if they were ready to defend their pack, even knowing their 
«sticks and arrows» would have no opportunity against their all—powerful enemy. 


Clenched teeth, creased eyes, frowns and tight fists. At any time, a deafening and 
fleeting sound would end with the world as they knew it. They needed to believe in 
outsider savior forces, anonymous warriors against the wishes of the American 
leaders, but they knew they were condemned to an epic failure. 


In a not so much act of selfishness but of protection, they decided not to try to 
escape of the bunker —according to Ezra and president Crush, the surest place on 
Earth in case of nuclear attack—. At least their families would be safe. If it 
depended on them, maybe their answer would have been different: they were not 
sure if they wanted to live in a world like, presumably, the one they would find 
when they went out there. But that was not their children fault. Acting differently 
would have led them to an imminent death and that was something they did not 
want on their consciences. 


Ezra declined the invitation of the president to have dinner that night with him 
and his family and he stayed alone instead. He revised all the information he got for 
the past days. The thing which defined every person appearing on the list was that 
they were outstanding members of their professional community and, curiously 
enough, all of them were descendent of Jewish mothers. He understood nothing 
about it. He poured another special Grand Marnier into a glass and lighted the 
seventh cigarette in the less than half hour. His light and teary eyes were inspecting 
every section of the list, trying to establish a more solid relation between the chosen 
people. Nothing. 

His senses, clever and instructed —as a feline—, felt a quick click coming from 
the depths of that construction. He immediately knew what it was: all entries were 
being mechanically sealed. From that moment, 00:00, start of December twenty- 
five, nobody could enter nor go out of the armored fortress. In a question of 
seconds, minutes or hours an unknown force would shake the Earth depths and 
everything would end for a considerable part of the population. 


Ezra decided to discover what was behind that scheme before it was too late, 
which should be soon. If he had to leave this world, he preferred doing it fully 
informed or without pending issues. He got his cellular and wrote a text to the 
president. He knew it was inappropriate, but he did no longer care about it. 
Throughout his life he always behaved as a robot, strictly fulfill his duty, silent and 
obedient. Now he wanted to redeem himself. In contrast to many Christians, last 
hours of Ezra did not seem to spontaneously lead him to absolution. There was no 
priest to confessed to, begging for the last benediction. Moreover, he would not 
have known his sins, as he always acted according to what he considered correct. 
He was, therefore, hope of his last resort, the only one who could pardon himself. 


Mister President, pardon my insolence, but I found a list you probably forgot in 
the monitoring room and I thought you might need it. 

That was the message he sent to Crush. It did not take long to receive a 
response: 


Mr. Ezra, thank you very much for informing me. If it is possible for you, we 
could meet in the last room at two o’clock in the morning. 


Ezra perfectly knew that room. It was the place from where the missiles would 
be activated if it were necessary. He took the list, smoked another cigarette at full 
speed and headed for the room on foot. He wanted to cross the corridors of that 
invisible labyrinth from the sky for the last time where many people were «seeking 
sanctuary». Was it really an underground asylum or a huge monument to 
destruction? Ezra could not tame his mind. He could not help but feeling the deep 
prick of betrayal. 


There was no sound at all, though surely none of the adults lodged at that 
complex were sleeping. Maybe it would be ideal that the Grim Reaper founded us 
immersed in a deep sleep and that, thus, the change from one state to another were 
not traumatic. But desirable is one thing and fact is another. Nobody got to sleep, 
but the children. The children. 

On his way he had chance to discover some of pathetic paintings of the trio 
formed by Zimmermann, Oppenheimer and Kutcher. He wondered why someone 
would have gambled with his confinement —or even with his life— to warn others 
about something that, probably, was not true. It was not cold in those corridors, 
thanks to a forced air heating which regulated the temperature automatically. 

At two o’clock, Ezra arrived at the gate of the last room. Not even he had access 
to it, so he had to call in. In less than a minute, the door opened gently letting the 
confused assistant of Crush in. What he saw inside the room left him completely 
paralyzed. The walls were full of printings of images of the paradise, photographs, 
flags of an unknown nation pinned on a huge hand-drawn map with no separation 
between countries or continents, a huge white map, the image of a post-nuclear 
world. There were also etchings, many etchings. It looked like the room of an insane 
fan of The Secret. Ezra glanced at all pictures without saying a word. 

—Here is your list, Mr. President. -He gave him the briefcase. 

—Thank you, Mr. Ezra. You are very kind. 

—I found it yesterday. 

—tThat is not true —his superior said. Before the eyes of Ezras, Crush smiled and 
pressed the play button. One of the screens reproduced a video from a security 
camera. Ezra was there taking the list on December 15th—. Anyway, don’t worry. I 
don’t mind you checking the document. Did you know many people there? 

Ezra did not answer that question and tried to take another direction. 

—Where will so many people be hosted? It’s impossible to fit them all here. 

—Here? Where is «here»? —-There was an shining in the eyes of the President 
unknown for Ezra. The actual size of the bunker occupies all Nebraska. What do you 
think? Couldn’t we host two million people? 


Ezra looked at the huge digital panel occupying almost the entire main wall. A 
chaos world map. 


—wWith all due respect, Mr. President, I must inform you I don’t really 
understand what is happening. —Despite the tension, Ezra kept a firm and controlled 
expression— There are rumors saying the Chinese invasion is a sham, a 
smokescreen, just an excuse to leap on them. 


—Ah, yes! -The President took some papers and gave them to Ezra. They were 
screenshots of the blog entries of Klaus, Junco and their people—. We have located 
the people responsible and they should be under arrest by now. They are three 
Spanish: Leén Poiccard, Maribel Salgado and Enrique Junco. I know there are more 
people involved, but they have not been identified yet. Some agents constantly 
guarded Maurice Poiccard, brother of Leén. The last news we received is that they 
were seen in Paris Biennale. Art, you know. —-He smiled maliciously—. Like I said, 
surely these infidels are already out of circulation. 


The word «infidels» confused Ezra. The president enjoyed looking at his 
assistant reading the information on the blog called Aquarius and the comments 
uploaded by the users. 


—Isn’t it funny? —Crush continued—. A Jewish community in Kaifeng! These 
rebels did their homework —he admitted. The problem is they did it wrong. He let 
his eyelids droop his face got tough. The white light of the room and the dark walls 
and furniture helped to make the scene gloomier. The cheeks of the President 
became more pronounced due to the illumination—. Mr. Ezra —President Crush was 
about to ask a question that would be very familiar to his assistant—, have you ever 
wished something so hard that it materialized? -Before he could answer, the 
president spoke again— Well, Jewish people did. 

Crush started to tell the story of the Jewish exodus to the United States. In his 
opinion, his people wanted to establish there their particular Promised Land. 
Generations of Jews, including his family, fought hard for it. The oil wars, issues 
related to climate change and water scarcity which would turn that liquid into 
something more valued than gold, and the theories about HAARP radars used as 
weapons, have been nothing but false hypotheses we allowed to be freely developed 
as we benefited, he confessed. In other words, only a smokescreen. «Manipulating 
public opinion as our please always was one of our specialties», he said without 
shame while shrugged like a naughty child who just committed an insignificant 
piece of mischief. Ezra could not believe what he was hearing. He knew he was no 
longer listening to a wise man, but Crush lost his mind completely. 

—But lifelong Americans, the ones who think they were here from the 
beginning of time, these upstarts! They did not make things easy for us, pushing us 
into a ghetto, or a quite important lobby, or even a single one, if you rather. And 
now we are ready to implement our final plan. -He stopped to light one of his 
famous cigars— We are finally able to see our dream of a pure race coming true, 


not Aryan, as claimed by those useless Nazis, but Jewish. Since I was a child I 
dreamed of seeing that day. A world that would not force us to keep looking for a 
land to rest ourselves. Me, and you, Mr. Ezra, we deserve it. You are also Jewish, 
don’t forget. -Crush would not let his partner have his say. We called up the best 
bodies and minds and we have sperm banks and eggs selected following the 
eugenics. —He took another drag of his Havana cigar— When we come back to the 
surface, we will need to rebuild the world and each person here will be very 
helpful, not to say essential. 


Ezra understood everything quick as a flash: hydroponic farming, the Pool, 
water was something they could not possibly be short of, models, scientists, animals 
somewhere in the complex... No doubts: the chosen ones would be the only human 
and animal survivors. The world would start from scratch. Indeed, that underground 
construction simulated Noah’s Ark. That was Noah’s bunker where decisive 
specimens would be protected —for physical or intellectual issues— of the species 
more beloved by God, the more similar to him. And Crush would be proclaimed as 
the new and only God, reborn on December 25th instead of the traditional and 
anthropomorphic epiphany of Yahweh: Jesus. 


—Mr. President -Ezra said—, I am Jewish, but what you are saying is 
absolutely nonsense. You are a lunatic who will endanger the life of a whole planet 
for nothing. I firmly believe in peaceful coexistence of nations, in the value of life, 
and I will not tolerate you pressing the button. 

That said Ezra rapidly leaped on Crush, who, predicting that might happen, 
pulled out his jacket a small twenty millimeters gun. 

—lIt’s a shame, Mr. Ezra. It is a shame. I would have loved to have you in this 
new phase. 

Outside the vault, a shot was heard, which sound was amplified because of the 
vacuum to get lost before anyone could hear it. 


Three in the morning is usually considered as witching hour, because it is the 
opposite to what Matthew set (Mt. 27:45—54) and by popular tradition as the time 
of the death of Jesus. At that time, it is said the Devil come out. And just at that 
time, an absolutely insane president was ready to press the button that would 
activate the missiles which would end with all life on Earth. He inhaled deeply, full 
of pride and satisfaction. He, not just the messiah, but the new God, creator of a 
new world, watched the map with his hands on both sides of the interface. A red 
button inside a transparent acrylic shell really attracted his attention. He opened the 
lid ceremoniously and approached his finger to the button slowly but surely. His 
pulse did not tremble, as he knew the destiny of humanity was already decided. 
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Epilogue 


At three in the morning of December 25th, the Zimmermanns, Oppenheimers 
and Kutchers were still with their eyes wide open. The kids were sleeping for a 
while and Hasmik was fighting to stay awake. The silence was terrifying, as if they 
were in the holiest place of all and in the presence of the Creator himself. 

Maurice and Fela were rolling, drunk, on a carpet in one wineries of the family. 

Something similar, but together with a new lover, did André, the benefactor of 
Leén and his friends. 

Henri, where was Henri? 

It was totally clear where Big Dick Junior was: he was totally drunk at a 
subway station in Madrid. He wore headphones and listened «Whole Lotta Love» by 
Led Zeppelin quite high. He spent all night reviewing the more «romantic» rockers 
and drinking bourbon non stop: «I was made for loving you by Kiss, «I Love Rock n 
‘Rolly by The Arrows, «Is this love?» by Whitesnake or «Only my heart talkin’» by 
veteran Alice Cooper. He considered it would be his particular and the last tribute 
to life and love. 

The parents of Maribel Salgado were sleeping after enjoying a quiet and happy 
evening, going to bed with certainty that his daughter was wrong again. 

And in the vault of the building hosting the Paris Biennale were Junco, his 
mother and his girlfriend, the security guard -who became reasonable or he did not 
finally want to spend Christmas Eve alone walking around the gallery— Maribel 
and Leon Poiccard. They had coffee as dinner, courtesy of security team, and some 
stale crackers. 

With nobody knowing the reason, it suddenly started sounding a background 
song «Corpus Christi Carol» by Jeff Buckley. The music came from one of the 
exhibition rooms. The security guy said it was part of the material used during a 
performance. Except for, that time, there was no audience. 
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